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To His Grace the Duke of QUEENSBERRY 
and Dover, Marquis of BEVERLY, Ge. 


My Lozp, 
]= long lain under the greateſt Obligations to Your Grace's 


Family, and nothing has been more in my Wiſhes, than thar 
I mi * be able to dilcharge ſome part, at lcaſt. of ſo large a 
Debt. But Your Noble Birth and Fortune, the Power, Num- 
ber and Goodneis of thoſe Friends You have already, have plac'd 
You in fuch an y on the reſt of the World, that the 
Services I am able ro render to Your Grace can never be adyan- 
tageous, I am ſure, not neceſſary to You in any Part of Your Life. 
However, the next Piece of Gratitude, and the only one I am capa- 
ble of, is the Acknowledgment of what I owe : And as this is the 
moſt publick, and indeed the only way I have of doing it, Your Grace 
will pardon me if I rake this Opportunity to let he World know 
the Duty and Honour I had for your illuſtrious Father. Ir is, I 
muſt confeſs, a very tender Point to touch upon; and at the firſt 
fight may ſcem an ill choſen Compliment, to renew the Memory 
of ſuch a Los, ally to a Diſpoſition fo ſweet and gentle, and 
to a Heart fo ſenſible of filial Piety as Your Grace's —— even 
from Your carlieſt Childhood. 5 this is one of thoſe 
Griefs by which the Heart may be better ; and if the Remem- 
brance of his Death bring Heavineſs along with it, the Honour 
that is paid to his Memory by all good Men, ſhall wipe away 
thoſe Tears, and the Example of his Life ſer before Your Eyes, 
ſhall be of the greateſt Adyantage to Your Grace in the Conduct 
and future Diſpoſition of Your Own. 
In a Character ſo amiable as that of the Duke of YPueensberry 
was, there can be no Part ſo proper to begin with as that, which 
was in him, and is in all good Men, the Foundation of all other 
Vertues. either Religious or Civil, I mean good Nature. Good Nature, 
which is Friendſhip betu een Man and Man, good Breeding in Courts, 
Charity in Religion, and the true Spring of all Beneficence in ge- 
neral. This was — he poſſeis d in as great 'a Meaſure as 
any Gentleman Jever had the Honour 1 . Ic was this _ 
2 r 


DEDICATION. 


ral Sweetneſs of Temper, which made him the beſt Man in the World 


to live with, in any kind of Relation. It was this, made him a good 
Maſter to his Servants, a good Friend to his Friends, and the ten- 
dereſt Father to his Children. For the laſt, I can have no better 
Voucher than your Grace ; and for the reſt I may appeal to all that 
have had the Honour to know him. There was a Spirit and Pleaſure in 
his Converſation, which always enliven'd the —_— he was i 
which, together with a certain Eaſineſs and Frankneſs in his 
ſition, that did not at all derogate from the Dignity of his 
irth and Character, render'd him infinitely le. And as no 
Man had a more delicate taſte of natural Wit, his Converſations 
always abounded in Humour. 

For thoſe Parts of his Character which related to the Publick, as 
he was a Nobleman of the firſt Rank, and a Miniſter of State, _ 
will be beſt known by the great Employments he paſt through; 
which he diſcharg'd worthily as to himſelf, juſtly to the Princes who 
employ'd him, and advantageouſly for his Country. There is no occa- 
ſion to enumerate his ſeveral Employments, as Secretary of State, 
for Scotland in particular, for Britain in general, or Lord High 
Commiſſioner of Scotland; which laſt Office he bore more than 
once; but at no time more honourably, and (as I hope) more hap- 
pily, both for the preſent Age, and for Poſtcriry, than when he laid 
the Foundation for the Brit iſh Union. The Conſtancy and Addreſs 
which he manifeſted on that Occaſion, are ſtill freſh in every Body's 
Memory, and perhaps when our Children hall thoſe Benefits 
from that Work, which ſome People do not foreſee and hope for, 
now, they may remember the Duke of Qveensberry with that Gra- 
titude, which ſuch a piece of Service done to his Country deſerves. 
He ſhew'd upon all Occaſions a ſtrict and immediate Attachment 
w the Crown, inthe legal Service of which no Man could exert him- 
ſelf more dutifully nor more ſtrenuouſly. And at the ſame time no 
Man gave more bold and more generous Evidences of the Love he 
bore to his Country. Of the latter, there can be no better Proof 
than the ſhare he had in the late happy Revolution; nor of the former 
than that dutiful Reſpect, and un{haken Fidelity which he preſtry d 
for Her preſent Majeſty, evn to his laſt moments. With 


DEDICATION. 


With fo many good and great Qualities, it is not at all 
he poſſeſs d fo 


that 
large a Share, as he was known to have, inthe Eſteem 


of the Queen, and Her immediate Predeceſſor; nor that thoſe 


great Princes ſhou'd repoſe rhe higheſt Confidence in him: And 
ores ——— a 2 was « ns oat 
ity in general, for Your in to copy after. 
Nen Grace will forgive me, if m Zea for You Welfare aud 
Honour (which no body has more at Heart than my {: 
ou with ſome more than ordinary Warmth to the Imitation of 
our — yl Virtues. You have, My Lord, many Hen Ad- 
vantages which may encourage V ou to go on in purſuit of this R 
— 6 has 280 God to give You — 2 — 
Temper, which, as I have before hinted, is the the Foundation of 
all good Inclinations. Vou have the Honour to be born. not only 
of the greateſt, but of the beſt Parents; of a Gentleman 
belov d. and generally lamented; and ofa Lady 
tues that enter into the Character of a good Wife, an admirable Friend. 
and a moſt indulgent Mother. The natural A of Your 
Mind, have been cnltivated by the moſt Arts and Manners 
of Education, You have the Care of many Friends, and 
cially of an excellent Unkle, to watch over You in the Tenderneſs 


of Youth. You ſer out amongſt the firſt of Mankind, and 
1 doube 


That I may live to ſee Your Grace eminent for the Love of Your 
Country, for Your Service and Duty to your Prince, and in conve- 
nient time, adorn'd with all the Honours that have ever been con- 
ferr'd upon Your Noble Family : That you may be diſtinguiſh'd ro 
Poſterity, as the Braveſt, Greateſt, and beſt 
live in, is the hearty With, aud Prayer of. 


Mr Loo, . 
Tour Grace moſt Obedient, and 
moſt Faithful, Humble Servant, 


3 N. Rowe. 


ſelf) thall preſs 


Lady adorn'd with all Vir- 


not but Your Virtues will be equal to the Dignity of Your - 


of the Age You 


ö 
ö 
' 
| 


PROLOGUE; ſpoken by Mr. ikke. 


O Night, if you have brought your good old Taſte, 


Well treat you with a right Engliſh Feaſt. 
A Tale, which told long fince in homely Wiſe, 
e — gentle Eyers: ' - 
Let no nice vic ape our hapleſs Dame, 
Becauſe recording Ballads chaunt her Name; 
Thoſe venerable ancient Song-Enditers | 
Heard many a Pitch above our modern Writers + 
They caterwauPd in no Roneantiok Ditty, | 
Sighing for Phillis's, or Chloe's Pay. 
ih they drew the Fair,” and ſpoke her plain, 

And ſung ther by ber Chriſt an Name—'twas Jane. 
Onur Nambers may be more refin'd than thoſe , | 
But what ave've gain'd in Verſe, we're loſt in Proſe. 
Therr Words no ſhuffling, double-meaning knew, 
1 was homely, but their Hearts were true. 

ſuch an Age, Immortal\Shakeſpear wrote, | 
By no quaint Rules, nor Hearing Critichs taught ; 

ith rough, majeſlick Force he mov'd the Heart, 
And Strength, and Nature made amends for Art. 
Our humble Author does his Steps purſue, | 
He owns he had the mighty Bard in View ; 
And in theſe Scenes has made it more his Care 
To rouſe the Paſſions, than to charm the Ear. © 
Tet for thoſe gentle Beaux who love rhe Chime, © | ö 


U 
— 


Feen auge bim... | 


e Ladies tao, he bopes, will not complain, a 
Here are ſome Subjedts for a "ſofter ran, 
A Nymph forſaken, and a perjur & Swain. 
What moſt ra ity leaf the Dames F frown, 
95 | 


The Dames of Wit and Pleaſure about Jen =; 

To ſee our Pitture drawn, wilike. their. oy, 
Bar 45 tbat Error hound provoke rt 5 UI 7 
The Hoſpitable Hundre 


'b6he dol'd the charitable Pence, 

Built Hoſpitals, turn'd Saint, and dyd long fir. 
For ber Example, whatſo&er we make it 

They have their Choice to let alone, or take it. 

4 ho”, few, as I —_— will think it meet, 

0 weep. /o ſorely, for @ K . EO 
Or . and oe the 5 e dee, 5 
To riſe in Tragedy tw Ages, Ke. 
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You who for all you are in ſuch a taking, 
To ſee your Spouſes Drinking, Gaming, Rating, 
Yet make a Conſcience flill of Cuckold-wmaking, 
What can we ſay your Pardon d obtain? - 

This Matter here was prov'd againſt poor Jane 

She never once dem d it, but in ſhort, 


EPILOGUE; ſpoken by Mrs. Oldfeld. 


content iLeoomnc! 
E lead with horrid Lluband, Ii 


I bimper d, -a Cry'd,-- ſweet Sir, I'm ſorry fort. 5 0: 


*Twas well ſhe met a kind, good natur'd Soul, 

Me are not all fo eaſy to controul : 

1 fancy one might find in this good Town 

Some won d Ba told the Gentleman his own, _. 
Have anſeer'd ſmart,--- To what do you pretend, 
Blockhead !--- As if I muſt n't ſee a Friend: 

Tell me of Hackney-Coaches--- Jaunts to th'City-- 
Where ſhou'd I buy my China--- Faith, I'll fit ye-» 
Our Wife was of a milder, meeker Spirit 


You ! --- Lords and Maſters ! ---was not that ſome Merit ? 


Don't you ailow it to be virtuous Bearing, 

When we ſubmit thus to your | Domineering.” 

Well, peace be with ber, ſhe did Wrong moſt ſurely ; 
But ſo do many mare who look demurely : 

Nor fhou'd our "mourning Madam weep alone, 

There are mate Ways of Wickedneſs than one. 

1 the reforming Stage ſbou'd fall to ſhaming 

| dll-nature, Pride, Hypocriſy, and Gamin IS 
The Poets frequently might move, Conpbaſion, 21 10 
And with She Tragedies o er-run the Vagion. 

Then judge the fair Offender, with good Nature ; 
And let your RY curb your Satyr. 

What if our Neighbours have ſome little Failing, 


Muſt we needs fall to gamuing aud to zailings . 4 v1 
For Her Ex e od, ir Bier 1 a | Pl + 9 C 


That if the Il man was not quite ſo good, 
Her Lover was a King, ſbe Fleſh and Blood. 
And ſince ſhe has dearly paid the ſinful Score, 
He kind ai. laſt, and pity poor Jane Shore, 


- 


Jane More. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Duke of Cloſter. 
Lord Haſtmgs. 
Catesby. 

Sir Richard Raiclff 
Bellmour. 

Dumont. 


Alicia. 


Several Lords of the Council, Guards, and Atten- 
dants. ON 


„ 


THE 


THE 


TRA E D 
Jane Shore. 


tw. * * a... th. 


, - ACT = SCENE I. 


SCENE. the Tower, 
Enter the Duke of 6 Gloſter, on Richard Ratcliffe , — 


Ghoſt T5 far Succeſs arrends upon our Councils. 


And each Event has anſwer d to my With ; 

The Queen and all her Race ate quell'd ; 

Der ſer is baniih d. and her Brother Revere 
Ere this lies ſhorter by the Head at Pont. | 
The Nobles have with 5 Concutreaxe — "> "tt : 
protector of the Realm: My Brethes's Childreng 1: [| 
- Edward and the lrtle Zort, are lodg'd 


972 


B ee, 


2 The TRAGEDY 


Here, ſafe wirhin the Tower. How lay 2 Sirs, 
_ not this buſineſs wear a lucky Face 
Scepter and the Golden Wreath of Royalty - 
— my ———— 

Mabe hen take 'em to you 
And wear them long and worthily; you are 
The laſt remaining Male of priheely Zort : 
(For Edward's Boys, the State Eſteems not of em.) 
And therefore on your'Sovercighty, and Rule 
The Common-Weal does ber Depegidenee make, 
And leans upon your Highneſs's able Hand. 

Cat. And yet to Morrow does the Council meet 
To fix a Day for Edward's Coronation : 
Who can expound this Riddle? 
__ _ Ghoſt. That can J. 
Thoſe Lords are each one my approv'd, good Friends, 
Of ſpecial Truſt and Nearneſs to my Boſom; 
And howſoever buſie they may em. 
And diligent to buſtle in the State, 
Their Zeal goes on no farther than we lead, 
And at our bidding ſtays. 

Cat. Vet there is one, 


* — 


And he a the foremoſt in his Power, 
Of whom I wiſh your Highneſs were aſſur d: IS 
For me, perhaps it is'my es Fut. 


I own, I doubt of his inclining, much. 
Ghoſt. I gueſs the Man at w om your Words wou'd point: 
Cat. The fame. x | Lew Doſe. | 
Sul. He bears me grear Good Will” — Sil 
Cat. Tis true, to you, as to the Lord Protector 

And Glefter's Duke, he bows with lowly Service: 

But were he bid to cry, God fave Kin Richard, 

Then tell me in whas Terms bo wou 7 19 5 


FANE SHORE: 3 
Believe me, I have prov'd the Man, and found him: 
I know he bears a moſt religious Reverence 
To his dead Maſter Edward's Royal M 
And whither that may lead him is moſt plain; 
A rr ene] ITED 
once grow of an Opinion, 
call it Honour: Hvudlty: and Faith. 
ſooner part with Life than ler ir go. 


Wow And y 6 yr hs wag imple Her 
Is govern'd by a 


Sic Fae ae fn he moſt Narures ; 
A to wheadling, whimpering ſhe, 
r amble on a Goſſips Meſſage. 

And take the Diſtaff with 2 Hand as patient 

As Cer did Hercules. 


And fed him till he loaths. 5 5 
Cl. No more, he comes. | 


Enter Lord Haſtings 


L. Haſt. Health and the Happineſs of many 
Attend upon your Grace. 1 8 


Ghoſt. y good Lord Chamberlain! 
Ware much beholden to gentle Friendſhip. | 
I. Haft. My Lord, I come an humble Suitor to 
a” 12 right good clas — 
ft. I am to move your 


Of Shore's unhappy Wife. 
YI B 2 Gloft. 


is 
- 


Till Life fled from us like an idle Dtcam, 


And tender hearted Charity allow. 21 U 
For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in 


4 The TRAG EDY' f- 


7 ay you? of Sbore ??: 

+ "Drs a bright Star char held his Place on TY 

_ firſt and faireſt of our Exgliſh Dames +34) 8 

While Royal Edward held che Sovereign Rule. ' 95 - ng bat 

Now junk in Grief, and . 9 Hon 1 

Her waining Form no lo ere 0000 707 e e 

Envy in Woman, or Deſue iu Man. 

She never ſees the Sun but thro” her Tears. . un 

And + to 1 the live· long way: 757 bak AWD 
Gloſt. M the Times are badly chang d witli ber ich i! 

From Edward's Days to theſe. "Then all Was Jolliry, | 

Feaſting, and Mirth, light Wantonneſs and Langhrer, 

Pi ing and Playing, Moaſtrelſie and * f 


A, Shew of Mommery without a Meanin 
My Brother, Reſt and Pardon to his So 


Is Ara to his Account; For th his — 
The Revel-rofit is done But you were ſſ 


} 4 


Concerning her—---I have been bald that yvun 
Are frequent in your Viſitation to hort. 
Pty 


L. Haſt. No farther, my good Lord. chan ffi CI t 2dL 


' 
wi 111 Hin 1 


Ghoſt. Go to. I did not mean — 3 you for it. 0 2 


To cheriſh the Diſtreſs d On you Tale. 
L. Haſt. Thus is it, gracious Sir, that certain N 


Uſing the Warratit af your Name. hac 1912 ö 1 
With Inſolence unjuſt, and lawl $ Power: "MD woy noqu ba A 
Have ſeiz d upon the Lands, which lat the n 5 Ka Ao 
By Grant from her great Maſter Edwerd's Bo 73014 916" W 
Glo/?. Somewhat of this, but ſlightly, en *. 
And tho' ſome Counſellors of forward Teal, 11 — 


Some of moſt cercmonious Sanctit y. "Ft « 15 T! 15 i 5 ' \ ; 
And bearded Wiſdom, often have — 1 2 YI 


'JANE SHORE. 


The Hand of Juſtice to fall heavy on her, 
Yer ſtill in kind Compaſſion of her Weakneſs, 
And tender Memory of Edward's Love, 
I have withheld the 2 ſtern — 
From doing Outrage on helpleſs 

L. Via, Good Heav'n, who renders Mercy back for Mercy, 
With open-handed Bounty ſhall repay you: 
This gentle Deed ſhall fairly be ſer foremoſt, 
To ſcreen the wild eſcapes of law leis Paſſion, 
And the long Train of Frailties Fleſh is Heir to. 

Gloſt. Thus far, the Voice of Pi bs * coo only; 
or 
Is given to your Requeſt. Let her attend, 
And to our ſelf deliver up her Griefs: 
She ſhall be heard with —— and each Wrong 
At full redreſt. But I have other News 
Which much import us heth, for ſtill my Fortunes 
Go hand in hand with yours ; Our common Foes, 
The Queen's Relations, our new d Gen 


y. 3 
Have fall n their haughay Ou a for Your Prey, 
so EN ER 
Ain Apartment is Jane Shore 7 Henſe. 
Euter Bellmour and Dumont. 7 
Bell. How ſhe has liv'd ores Md md 
The reſt your own A- is Bi? Fails, 
Where I have foand the Means this Day to place. you, 


And nearer Obſervation beſt will tell you: 
See! with what fad and ſober Cheer the comes. 


„ TeTRAGEDYo 


Enter Jane Shore. 


Sure, or I read her Viſage much amiſs, 
Or Grief beſets her hard. Save you fair Lady, 

The Bleſſings of the chearful Morn be on you, 

And greet your e its opening Sweets. 

7. $h. My gentle Neighbour! your good Wiſhes ſtill 
Purſue my hapleſs Fortunes: Ah! good Bel/mour ! 
How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out, 

And court the Offices of ſoft Humanity; 
Like thee, reſerve their Raiment for the Naked, 
Reach out their Bread, to feed the cryin 2 | 
Or mix dees Tears with thoſe 2 cep: 
Thy praiſe deſerves a better Tongue than mine 
Io ſpeak and bleſs thy Name. Is this the Gentleman, 
Whoſe friendly Service you commended to me ? 

Bell. Madam | it is. | 

J. Hb. A venerable Aſpect! Th 
Age ſits with decent Grace yo. his Viſage, 

And worthily becomes his Silyer Locks ; 

He wears the Marks of many Years well ſpent, 

Of Virtue, Truth well try'd, and wife Experience; 
A Friend like this, would ſuit my Sorrows well. 
Fortune, I fear me, Sir, has meant you ill. [To Dumont. 
Who pays your Merit with that ſcanty Pittance, 

Which my poor hand and humble Roof can give. 

But to ſi be golden Vantages, 

Which cliew ere N S, GHPerÞ fo MAT, ty; 
A juſt Regard and Value for your Worth, . 1 1 
The Welcome of a Friend, and the free Partnerſhip, 71 
Of all chat little Good the World allows we. 


1 % 4 ? . 
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JANE SHORE. 
Dum. You over-rate me much; and all my Anſwer 
Muſt be my future Truth; let that ſpeak for me, 
And make up my deſerving. 
5 Hb. Are you of England? 
Ar | 


No, gracious Lady, Flanders claims my Birth; 
has my — biding been, 6 4 
Where ſometimes I have known more plenteous Days | 
Than thoſe which now my failing * 
J. Kb. Alas! at Antwerp /--— Oh forgive my Tears! 


Mecpiag. 

They fall for my Offences—--and muſt fall * 
Long, Long e er they ſhall waſh my Stains away. 
You knew perhaps oh Grief! oh Shame !-----my Husband.. 

Dum. I knew him well but ſtay this Flood of Anguiſh. 
The Senſeleſs Grave feels not your pious Sorrows : 
Three Years and more are paſt, ſince I was bid, 
With many of our common Friends, ro wait him, | 
To his afl peaceful Manſion. I attended. | F 
Sprinkled his Clay-cold Coarſe with holy Drops, 
According to our Church's Reverend Rite, 
And faw him laid, in hallow'd Ground, to reſt. 

J. H. Oh] that my Soul had known no Joy but him, 
That I ad liv'd within his guiltleſs Arms, | 
And dying ſlept in Innocence beſide him 
But now his honeſt Duſt abhors the Fellow ſhip. 
And ſcorns to mix with mine. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. The Lady Alicia, 
Attends your Leiſure. | 

J. Sb. Say I wiſh to ſee her. Exit Servant. 
Pleaſe, gentle Sir, one Moment to retire, a 
Fll wait you on the inſtant; and inform you 


8 The TRAGEDY ff 


Of each unhappy Circumſtance, in which 


Your friendly Aid aud Counſel much may ftead me, 5 
our friendly LExenst Bellmour 422 = 


Ws .. 7 " 10 7 
Alic. Still, my fair Friend, tiff ſhall I find you thus, pred 
Still ſhall theſe Sighs heave after one ano tber. 
Theſe trickling Drops chaſe one another ftilf, 
As if the poſting Meſſengers of Grief 8 * 
Could overtake the Hours fled far aãũ 612W2V ͤwr -r. 
And make old Time come back. 4 A Ng 

F. $h. No, my Alicia. 2 
Heaven and its Saints be witneſs to my Thoughts. 
There is no Hour of all my Life o'er paſt, 8 b 
That I could wiſh ſhould take its turn again. 
Alic. And yet ſome of thoſe Days my Friend has known, . 
Some of thoſe Years, might paſs for golden ones, 
At leaſt, if Womankind can judge of Happines. 
What could we wiſh, we who delight in Empire, 

Whoſe Beauty is our Sovereign Good, and gives us 

Our Reaſons to -Rehel, and Power to Reign, | 
What could we more than to behold a Monarch, 
Lovely, Renown'd, a Conqueror, and Youn 
Bound in our Chains, and at our Feet. 

J. $h. Tis true, the Royal Edward was a Wonder, 

The goodly Pride of all our Engliſh Youth ; 
He was the very Joy of all that ſaw him. 
Form'd to delight, to love, and to perſuade. 3 
Impaſſive Spirits, and angelick Natures . 
Might have been charm' d, like yielding human Weakneſs. 
Stoop d from their Heay'n, and liſten'd to his talking. e 
But what had to do with Kings and Court? 


My 


* 0 
A 
+ 2 


JANE SHORE. A 
My humble Lot had caſt me far beneath him; 
And that he was the firſt of all Mankind, 
The braveſt and moſt lovely was my Curle. 


Alic. Sure, ſomething more than Fortune join'd your Lots; 
Nor could his Greatneſs, and his gracious Form, , 1 


Be elſewhere match d fo well, as to the Sweerneſs 
And Beauty of my Friend. 

J. $h. Name him no more: 
He was the Bane and Ruin of my Peace. 
This Anguiſh and theſe Tears, Theſe are the 
His fatal Love has left me. Thou wilt ſee me, 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee me, 1 
E'er yet a few ſhort Days pals o er my Head, 
Abandon'd to the very utmoſt Wretchedneſs 
The Hand of Pow'r has ſeiz d almoſt the whole, 
Of what was left for needy Life's Support; 
Shortly thou wilt behold me and kneeling 
Before thy charitable Door for Bread. 

Alic. Ton of my Life, my dere Shore, forbcar 
To wound my Heart with th reboding Sorrows. 
Raiſe thy fad Soul to better —— theſe. 
Lift up th Eyes, and let em f once more, 
Bright as the Sun - the Miſts. 
Exert thy Charms, ſeek out the ſtern Protector. 
And ſooth his ſavage Temper, with thy Beauty: 
Spite of his deadly unrelenting 

e ſhall be mov d to pity and redreſs Thee. 
FJ. b. My Form, alas! has buy forgot to pleaſe; 

The Scene of Beauty and Delight 8 
No Roſes bloom upon my 
Nor laughing Graces wanton in m —— 
But haggard Grief, lean-looki low Care. 
And pining Diſcontent, a Train; 


Dwell on my Brow all hideous and forloru. | . 
C 
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Nor Taſt the Bliſs of your cœleſtial Fellowſhip. 
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One only Shadow of a Hope is left me; 

The noblc-minded Haſtings, of his Goodneſs, 
Has kindly underta'en to be my Advocate. 
And move my humble Suit to Gloſter. 

Alic. Does Haſtings undertake to-plead your Caule ? 
But wherefore ſhould he not? FHaſtmgs has Eyes; 
The gentle Lord has a right tender Heart, 

Melting and eaſy, yielding to Impreſſion, 

And catching the ſoft Flame from each new Beauty. 

But yours ſhall charm him long. 
H. Away, you Flatterer ! | 

Nor charge his generous Meaning with a Weakneſs, 

Which his great Soul and Vertue muſt diſdain. 

Too much of Love thy hapleſs Friend has prov'd, 

Too many giddy fooliſh Hours are gone, 

Andin fanraſtick Meaſures danc'd away : 

May the remaining few know only Friendlhip. 

So thou, my deareſt, trueſt, beſt Alicia, 


Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy gentle Hearr, 


A Partner there ; I will give up Mankind, 
Forget the Tranſports of encreafing Paſſion, 
And all the Pangs we feel for its Decay. 
Alic. Live! live and Reign for ever in my Boſom, [ Embracing. 
Safe and unrivall'd-there poſſeſs thy own ; 2 


And you, ye brighteſt of tbe Stars above, 


Ye Saints that once were Women here below, 
Be witneſs of the Truth, the holy Friendſhip, 
Which here to this my other ſelf I vow. 

IfI not hold her nearer to wy Soul, 

Then ev'ry other Joy the World can give, 

Let Poverty, Deformity and Shame, 

Diſtraction and Deſpair ſeize me on Earth, 

Let not my faithleſs Ghoſt have Peace hcreafter, 


/ 3 J. $h. 
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J. Sb. Yes, thou art true, and only thou art true; 
Therefore theſe Jewels, oncethe lavityBounty, 
Of Royal Edwards Love, I traſt ro thee; [Giving « Carket. 
Receive this all, that I can call my own, | 
And let it reſt unknown and ſafe with thee: 

That if the State's Injuſtice ſhould ones me, 

Strip me of all, and turn me out a Wanderer. 

My Wretchedneſs may find Relief from thee, 

And Shelter from the Storm. | 

Alic. My all is thine; 

One common Hazard ſhall attend us both, 

And both be fortunate, or both be wretched ; 

Bur let thy fearful doubting Heart be ſtill, 

The Saints and Angels have thee in their Charge, 
And all things ſhall be well. Think not, the good, 

The * of Mercy thou haſt done, 

Shall dye forgotten all; the Poor, the Pris ner. 

The Fatherleſs, the Friendleſs, and the Widow, 

Who daily own the Bounty of thy Hand, 

Shall cry to Heav'n, wif + a Bleſſing on thee ; 

Ev'n Man, the mercileſs Inſulter, Man, 

Man, who rejoices in our Sex's Weaknels, 

Shall pity thee, and wich unwonted Goodnels, 


Forget thy Failings, and record thy Praile. 

F. Hb. Why 2 I think that Man will do for me. 
What boy he never did for Wretches like me. 

Mark by what partial Juſtice we are judg'd; 

Such is the Fate unhappy Women find, 

And ſuch the Curſe intail'd upon our kind, 

That Man, the lawleſs Libertine _ rove, 

Free and unqueſtion'd through the Wilds of Love ; 
While Woman, Senſe and Nature's eaſy Fool, 

If poor weak Woman ſwerve from Virtue's Rulc, 


C 2 It 


I2 
rr {trongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny way, 
0 le er ſofter Paths of Pleaſure ſtray ; d 
Run — Reproach and endleſs Shame, 
And one falſe Step entirely damns her Fame. 
In vain with Tears the Loſs ſhe ma Geplore, 


In vain look back to what ſhe was 
She ſets, like Stars that fall, ro-rile ud more. 
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End of the Ef ACT. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
SCENE Commues. 


Enter Alicia. 
[Speaking to Jane Share as entering.] 


Alic. O farther, Friend; good Angels guard you, 
And fred thei gracious Wings — your Slum- 

The drowzy Night grows on the World, and now 

The buſie Craftiman and o'er-labour'd Hind 

Forget the Travail of the Day in Sleep : 

Care only wakes, and moping Penſiveneſs, 

With „ Trang r they ſit. 

And watc waſting of the Midnight Taper. 

Such Vigils muſt I — ſo wakes my = oof 

Reſtleſs and ſelf-rormenred ! Oh falſe Haſtings / 

Thou haſt deſtroy'd my Peace. [ knocking uit bout. 

What Noiſe is that? | 

Whar Viſitor is this, who with bold Freedom 

Breaks in upon the peaceful Night and Reſt, 


With ſuch a rude Approach? 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. One from the Court, 
Lord Haſtings, (as I think) demands my Lady. 

Alic. Haſtings ! Be ſtill my Heart, and try to meet hi. 
Wich his own Arts: Wich Falſhood---- But he comes. 


Enter 


14 Tie TRAGEDY. 


Enter Lord Haſtings. | 
= [Speaks ro 4 Servant at entering.) 


Haſt. Diſmiſs my Train, and wait alone without. 
Alicia here! Unfortunate Encounter ! 
But, be it as it may. EE 
Alic. When humbly, thus, 
The great deſcend to viſit the afflicted, 
When thus unmindful of their Reſt, they come 
To ſooth the Sorrows of the Midnight Mourner 
Comfòrt comes with them, like the golden un. 
Diſpels the ſullen Shades with her ſweet Influence, 
And chears the melancholy Houſe of Care. 
L. Haft. Tis true I wou'd not over-rate a Curteſie. 
Nor let the Coldneſs of Delay hang on i: 
To nip and blaſt irs Favour, like a Froſt; 
But rather choſe, at this late Hour, to come, 
That your fair Friend may know I have prevail'd : 
The Lord Protector has receiv'd her Suit, 
And means to ſhew her Grace. 
Alic. My Friend] my Lord! YL | 
L. _ Yes, Lady, yours: None has 'a Right more 
ample | 
To — Power than you. 
Alic. I want the Words, | nA of 
To pay you back a — ſo courtly; 
But my Heart gueſſes at the friendly meaning. 
And wo' not die your Debtor. 
L. Haſt. Tis well, Madam. 
But I wou'd fee your Friend. 
Alte. Oh thou falſe Lord! 
1 wou'd be Miſtreſs of my heaving Heart. 


Stifle 
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Stifle this riſing Rage, and learn from thee 
To dreſs my Face in cafic dull Indifference : 
But two'not be, my Wrongs will tear their Way, 
And ruſh at once upon thee. 
L. Haft. Are you wilc ! 
Have you the ule of Reaſon ? Do you wake ? 
What means this raving! this tranſporting Paſſion ? 
Alic. O thou cool Traitor! thou inſulting Tyrant! 
Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted Heart, 
Thus rent with agonizing Love and Rage, 
And ask me what it means? Art thou not falſe ? 
Am I not ſcorn'd, forſaken and abandon'd, 
Left, like a common Wretch, to Shame and Infamy ; 
Giv'n up to be the Sport of Villains Tongues, 
Of Laughing Paraſites, and lewd Buffoons ; 
And all becauſe my Soul has doated on thee 
With Love, with Truth, and Tendernefs unutterable ? 
IL. Haſt. Are theſe the Proofs of Tenderneſs and Love? 
Theſe endleſs Quarrels, Diſcontents, and Jealouſies, 
Theſe never ceaſing Wailings and Complaini 
Theſe furious Starts, theſe Whirlwinds of the Soul, 
Which every other Moment riſe ro Madneſs ? 
Alic. What Proof, alas! have I not given of Love? 
What have I not abandon'd to thy Arms? 
Have I not fer at nought * e Birth, 
A ſpotleſs Fame, and an unblemiſh'd Race, 
The Peace of Innocence, and Pride of Virtue ? 


My Prodigality has giv'n thee all, Cen 9 
ACA now Þ herd a left me to beſtow ; Ta. 
You hate the wretched t you have made. © 
IL. Ha. Why am I thus purſu' d from Place to Place, 


Kept in the View, and croſs d at every turn? 
In vain I ſlie, and like a hunted Deer, 
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Scud o'er the Lawns, and haſten to the Covert ; 
*Ere I can reach my Safety, you o'ertake me 
With the ſwift Malice of fome keen Reproach, 
And drive the winged Shaft deep in nry Heart. 
Alic. Hither you fly, and here you ſeck Repoſe, 


Spite of the poor Deceit, your Arts are known, * 
Lour Pious, Charitable, Midnight Viſits. ett e 


L. Haſt. If you are wiſe, and prize your Peace of Mind, g 
Yet take the friendly Counfel of my Loves 
Believe me true, nor liſten to your Jealouſie, 


Let not that Devil, which undo's your Sex, 


That curſed Curioſity ſeduce you, 

Jo hunt for needleſs Secrets, which neglected, 
Shall never hurt your Quiet, but once known, 
Shall ſit upon your Heart, pinch it with Pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet Sleep for ever from you. 
Gotoo, — be yet advis'd, — 

Alic. Doſt thou in Scorn, 

Preach Patience to my Rage? And bid me tamely 


Sit like a poor contented Ideot down, 


Nor dare to think thou haſt wrong'd me— Ruin feize thee, 
And ſwift Perdition overtake thy Treachery! ? 
Have 1 the leaſt remaining Cauſe to Doubt? 
Haſt thou endeavour'd once to hide thy Falſhood? 
To hide it, might have ſpoke. ſome little Tenderneſs, 
And ſhewn thee half unwilling to undoe me. 
But thou diſdain'ſt the Weaknels of Humanity, 
Thy Words, and all thy Actions, have confeſs d it; 
Evn now thy Eyes avow it, now they ſpeak, — ö 
And inſolently own the Glorious Villany, _ f 
L. 23 Well then, I own my Heart has broke. your 
ains. eee h e rec. wn 
Patient I bore the painful Bondage long, 
At length my generous Love diſdains your Tyranny ; 


The 
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The Bitterneſs 22 of —_ — 
Vexatious Days, and jarring jo ts, 
Have driv'n big forth to 1 ſafer Shelter, 
Where he may reſt his weary Wings in Peace. 
Alic. You Triumph! do! And with Gigantick Pride, 
Defie impending Vengeance. Heav'n ſhall wink; 
No more his Arm ſhall roll the dreadful Thunder, 
Nor ſend his Light'nings forth. No more his Juſtice 
Shall viſit the 


uming Sons of Men, 


But Perjury, like thine, ſhall dwell in 
L. Haſt. Whate'er my Fate decrees _ 
Be preſent to me now, my better Angel 


Preſerve me from the Storm which threatens now, 
_— have beyond Attonement ſinn' d, 
Pay @ Gere kind of Plague o'ertake me, 


the Fury of that Tongue. 
45 1 Pray'r is heard, —I go, — but know, proud 


Howe'n er 2 * ſcorn ' ſt the Weakneſs of wy Sex, 
This feeble Hand may find the Means to reach thee, 
Howe'er ſublime in Pow'r, and Greatneſs plac'd, 
8 Royal Favour guarded round, and grac'd ; 


Eagles Win n F light; 
rw THE thee Reale ben rp _ Height; 
Then like thy Fate, Superior will I 


And view thee fall'n, and groveling at my Feet; 
See thy laſt Breath with Indignation 2 

And tread thee ſinking to the Shades below. [ Exit Alic. 
L. Haft. How fierce a Fiend is Paſſion > With what Wild- 


| nels, 
What Tyranny untam'd, it Reigns i in Woman, 

Unhappy Sex! Whoſe calie yielding Temper 

Gives Way to every Appetite alike ; 


D Each 
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Each guſt of Inclination, uncontrouP'd, 

Sweeps thro' their Souls, and ſets em in an iproar; 
Each Motion of their Heart riſes to Fury, 

And Love in their weak Boſoms is a Rage 

As terrible as Hate, and as deſtructive. 

So the Wind roars o'er the wide fenceleſs Ocean, / 

And heaves the Billows of the boiling Deep, 

Alike from North, from South, from Eaft, and We fs 
With equal Force the Tempeſt blows by turns 

From every Corner of the Seaman's Compaſs. | 
But ſoft ye now — for here comes one, difclaims | _ 
Strife, and her wrangling Train. Of equal Elements, 
Without one jarring Atom was ſhe formed dd 
And Gentleneſs, and Joy, make up her mera 


Frnter * Shore. 


Forgive me, fair one, if officious Friendſhip 
Intrudes on your Repole; and comes thus late, 
To greet you with the Tidings of Succeſs. © 
The Princely Gloſter has vouchſaf d you Hearing, 
To Morrow he expects you at the Court, a 
There plead your Cauſe with never falling Beauty, 
Speak all your Griefs, and find a full Redreſs 
FJ. Sb. Thus humbly let your lowly Servant bend, [Kneeling. 
Thus let me bow my grateful Knee to Earth, 
And bleſs your noble Nature for this Goodneſs. : 
L. _ Riſe, gentle Dame; you wrong my Wing 

muc 

Think me not guilty of a Thought ſo vain, 
To ſell my Courteſie for Thanks like theſe. 


J. Sh. 
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J. S5. Tis true, your 


But tho my Mouth be dumb, — rn 


And when it melts before the Throne of Mercy, 
Mourning, and bleeding, for my paſt Offences, 
A fervent Soul ſhall breath one Prayer for you, 
ers of ſuch a Wretch are heard on high, 
That the v'n will pay you back, when moſt you need, 
The Grace and Goodneſs you have to me. 
L. Haſt. If there be ought of Merit in my Service, 
Impute it there, where moſt 'tis due to Love ; 
Be kind, my gentle Miſtreſs, to my Wiſhes, 
And ale my — Heart with Beauty. 
Sh. Alas! my Lord, — 
Haſt. Why bend thy Eyes to Earth ? 
Wherefore theſe Looks of Heavineſs and Sorrow ? 
Why breaths that Sigh, my Lore? And wherefore falls 
This trickling Show'r of Tears, to ſtain thy Sweetneſs. 
# Shᷣ. If Pity dwells within your noble 
( As ſure 1 oh ſpeak not to me thus 
L. Haft. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of Love 
Ev'n now thus ſadly as thou: aud before me, 
Thy Sofenefs ſteals upon mp yielding Sat 
upon $, 
Til y Soul faints, and ind” fal, with Deſire ; 
How canſt thou give this Motion to my TOUR, 
uw bid 3 gue be ſtill?;? 
ſt round your Eyes 
US © High- born Beauties of the Court 
Behold, like opening Raſes, where t Bloom, 
Sweet to the Senſe, unſull d all, a ſpotleſs ; z 
There chuſe ſome worthy artner of your Heart, 
To fill your Arms, and bleſs your Virtuous Bed. 
Nor turn your Eyes this Way, where Sin and Miſery, 
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Like loathſome Weeds, have overrun the Soil, 
And the Deſtroyer Shame has laid all Waſte. 
L. Haſt. What means this Peeviſh, this fantaſtick Change >. 
Where is thy wonted Pleaſantneſs of Face ? 
Thy wonted Graces, and thy dimpled Smiles? 
Where haſt thou loſt thy Wit, and ſportive Mirth, 
That chearful Heart, Sick us'd to Dance for ever ; 
And caſt a Day of Gladneſs all around thee? 
J. Hb. Yes, I will own I merit the Reproach ? 
And for thoſe fooliſh Days' of wanton Pride, 
My Soul is juſtl humbled to the Duſt: . 
All Tongues, like yours, are licens d to upbraid me, 
Still to repeat my Guilt, to urge my Infamy, 
And treat me like that abject ing I have been. 
Yet let the Saints be iam to this Truth, 
That now, tho' late, I look with Horror back, 
That I deteſt my wretched ſelf, and curſe 
My paſt nolluted Life. All judging Heav'n 
Who knows my Crimes, has ſeen my Sorrow for them. 
L. Haft. No more of this dull ſtuff. "Tis time enough- 
To whine and mortifie thy ſelf with Pennance 
When the decaying Seats is pall'd with Pleaſure, 
And weary Nature tires in her laſt St 
Then weep and tell thy Beads, when alt ring Rheums 
Have ſtaind the Luſtre of thy ſtarry E 
And failing Palſies ſhake thy wither Had. 
The preſent Moments hi more generous ule ; 
Thy Beauty, Night and Solitude reproach me, l 
For having talk d thus long — Come let me "work thee, - „loi 
| [ Laying, hold on ber.] 
Pant on thy Boſom, fink into thy Arms, 
And loſe my ſelf in in the luxurious Fold. 


7. Sh. 


JANE SHORE: 2 
9. Sh. Never ! By thoſe chaſt Lights above, I ſwear, 
Mr} pub, — Pollution mere; 
Forbear my Lord ! — Here let me rather dic 
e. 
Let quick Deſtruction overtake me here, 
And end my Sorrows and my Shame for ever. 2 
L. Haſt. Away with this eneſs, — 'Tis too much =— 
Nay if you ſtrive tis monſtrous Affectation. 
2 [ Striving. 
Sh. Retire ! I beg you leave me —— 
. Haſt. Thus to Coy it! 
With one who knows you too. 
J. Sh. For Mercies Sake — 
L. Haſt, Ungrateful Woman | is it thus you pay 
My Services? 
J. Sh. Abandon me to ruin 
Rather than urge me ——= 
L. Haſt. This way to your Chamber, 
| UL Pulling ber.] 
There if you ſtruggleä 
Sb. Help ! oh, gracious Heaven! 
Help | Save me! Help! 
LOD ous. | 


Euter Dumont, he interpoſes. 


Dum. My Lord! for Honor's Sake — 
L. Haft. Hah | What art thou? begon |. 
Dum. My Duty calls me 
To my Attendance on my Miſtreſs here. 
FF. Sb. For Pity let me go ——— 
Haſt. Avaunt !] baſe Groom 
At diſtance wait and know thy Office better. 


Dum. Forego 
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Dum. Forego your hold, my Lord | tis moſt-unmanly ; 
This Violence 
L. Haſt. Avoid the Room this Moment, 


Or I wil tread thy Soul out. 

Dum. No m rd —— 
The common Ties of Manhood call me now, 
And bid me thus ſtand up in the Defence 
Of an e un Woman. 


I. Haſ?. And doſt thou know-me? Slave | 

Dum. Yes, thou proud Lord 1 
1 know thee well, know thee with each Advantage, 

Which Wealth, or Power, or noble Birth can give thee. 
I know thee too for one who ſtains thoſe Honors, 

And blots a long illuſtrious Line of Anceſtry, _ 

By poorly daring thus to wrong a Woman. 

L. Haft. Tis wond'rous well l Lſee: my: Saint-like Dame, 
Lou ſtan provided of your Braves and Ruffians, 
To Man your Cauſe, and bluſter in your Brothel. 

Dum. Take back the foul Reproach, un unmanner'd Kailer, 

Nor urge my Rage too far, leaſt thou ſnoul'ſt find 18? 
I have as daring Spirits in my Biogd 
As thou, or any of thy Race eber boaſted ; 
And tho' no gawdy Titles gracd my Birth, 
Titles, the ſervile Courtier's lean Reward, 
Sometimes the Pay of Virtue, but more oft 
The Hire which Greatneſs gives to Slaves and Sycophants, 
Yet Heav'n that made me honeft, made me more 
Than ever King did, when he made a Lonl. 
L. Haſt. Inſolent Villand Henceſorth let this teach thee 
[ Draws and ſtrikes him. _ 
The diſtance *twixt a Peaſant ani a Prince. 
Dum. Nay then my Lord! — Learn you by this how 


well 


An . 
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J. Sh. Oh my idgF by for ſweet Heav'n, 
They Fight, Dumont diſarms Lord Haſtings. } 
Meng Confution | battled by a baſe born Hind ! 
ow, , haughty ty Sir, where is our difference now ? 

Your ur Life is in nd, and did not Honor, 
The Gentleneſs of Blood, and inborn Virtue 

Howe'er unworthy I ſeem to you ) 
Pleat in my Boſome, I ſhould take wy Forfeit. 
But wear your Sword again; and know a Lord 
Oppos'd againſt a Man 1s but a Man. 

L. Hoſt 
Has giv'n you 2 _ me z 
Your Timah a — ta ught with dear Repentance. { Erie. 

J. $h. Alas! What om you done ! Know you the Pow'r, 

TH Mightineſs that waits po this Lord ? 

Dum. Fear not, my worthieſt Miſtreſs ; tis a Cauſe, 
In which Heav'n's Guard ſhall wait you. Oh purſue, 
Purſue the Sacred Counſels of your Soul, 
Which urge you on to Virtue , let not 
Nor the encumbring World, make faint 3 Purpoſe; 
Aſſiſting Angels ſhall conduct your 
Bring you to Bliſs, and Crown your d with Peace. 

J. Sh. Oh that my Head were laid, my ſad Eyes clos d, 
And my cold Coarſe wound m ar wy Shrowd to reſt ; 
My painful Heart will never to beat, 
Will never know a Moments Peace till then- | 

Dum. Would you be happy? a this fatal wag 
Fly from the Court's permcio i MAMA 
Where Innocence is amd, a and bl 
Is made the Scorner's Jeſt ; where Hate. — 
And deadly Ruin, wear the Maſques of Beauty, 
And draw deluded Fools with Shews of Pleaſure. 


Curſe on my failing Hand ! Your better Fortune 
aps 


7. Sh. Where 
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$h. Where ſhould I fly, thus Helpleſs, and For 
off 'riends, and all the 4 of Life 3 — 


Dum, Belinour, whole Friendly Care ſtill wakes to ſerve you, ; 


Has found you out a little Peaceful Refuge 
Far from the Court, and the — City, 
Within an Ancient Foreſt's ample Verge, | 
There ſtands a lonely, but a healthfu Dwelling, 
-Built for — a4 and the Uſe of Life: 
Around it Fallows, Meads, and Paſtures fair, 
0 little Garden, and. a limpid Brook, 
Nature's own Contrivance, ſeem diſpos d; 

N Neighbours, but a few poor ſimple Clowns, 
Honeſt and true, with a well meaning Prieſt. 
No Faction, or Domeſtick F ury's Rage, 
Did e er diſturb the Quiet of 1 that place, 
When the contending ones ſhook the Land 
With Tork and Lancaſter's ted Sway. 
Your Virtue, there, may For os ſafe Retreat, 
From the infulting Pow! rs of wicked 1 | 

J. H. Can there be ſo much Happineſs in ſtore! 
A Cell, like that, is all my Hopes aſpire to. 
Haſt then, and thither let us wing our Flight, 
Eer the Clouds gather, and the Wintry Sky 
Deſcends in Storms to intercept our Paſſage. 

Dum. Will you then go? Lou glad my very Soul, 
Baniſh your Fears, caſt all your Cares on me, 
Plenty, and Eaſe, and Peace of Mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter Days of Life moſt happy. 
Oh, Lay But I muſt not, cannot tell you 
How anxious I have been for all your Dangers, 
And how my Heart rejoyces at you r Safety. 
So when the Spring renews the Flow'ry F jeld, 


And warns the pregnant Nightingal to * 
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She ſeeks the ſafeſt Shelter of the Wood, 
Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful Brood. 
Where no Swains her ſhady Cell may know, 
No climb, nor blaſting Winds may blow; 
Fond of the choſen Place, ſhe views it oer, 

Sits there and wanders thro' the Grove no more. 


Warbling ſhe charms it each returning Night, 


And loves it with a Mothers dear delight. [ Exeune. 
End of the Second A CT. 
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A CT. Il SCENE:L 


SCENE, The cut. 
Enter Alicia with s Paper. a dai 


Alic. T Paper, to the great Protector's Hand, 
With Care and Secrecy muſt be convey'd ; 

His bold Ambition now avows it's Aim, 5 

To | ap the Crown from Edward's Infant Brow, 

And fix it on his own. I know he holds 

My Faithleſs Haſtings, adverſe to his Hopes, 

And much devoted to the Orphan King ; 8 

On that I Build: This Paper meets his Doubts, 

And marks my hated Rival as the Cauſe 

Of Haſting's Zeal for his dead Maſter's Sons. 


Oh Jealoufie ! Thou Bane of pleaſing Friendſhip, 


Thou worſt Invader of our tender Boſoms; 

How ddes thy Rancour poiſon all our Softneſs, 
And turn our gentle Natures into Bitterneſs. 

See where ſhe comes! Once my Heart's deareſt Bleſſing, 
Now my chang'd Eyes are blaſted with her Beauty ; 
Loath that known Face, and ficken to behold her. 


Enter Jane Shore. 


J. Sd. Now whither ſhall I flg, to find Relief? 
at charitable Hand will aid me now ? 
Will ſtay my failing Steps, ſupport my Ruines, 
And heal my wounded Mind with Balmy Comfort ? 
Oh, my Alicia ! 


Alic, What 


Alic, What new Grief is this? 
What unforeſeen Miifortuae has ſurpriz d thee, 
That racks tender Heart thus ? 
J. Sb. Oh! Dumont ! | 
29. 1 b ready. H neſt, Man, 
„ Sh. t Fri Ho 
W Bellmour — of late to my Aſſiſtance; 
On whoſe kind Cares, whoſe Diligence and Faith, 
My ſureſt Truſt was built, this very Morn 
Was ſeiz'd on by the cruel Hand of Pow'r, 
Forc'd from my Houſe, and born away to Priſon. 
Alic. To Priſon, faid you! Can you the Cauſe? 
F. Shore. Too well, 1 fear. His bold Defence of me, 
Has drawn the Vengeance of Lord Haftings on him. 
Al. Lord Haſtings ! Ha! 
J. Sh. Some fitter Time muſt tell thee 
The Tale of my hard Hap. Upon the preſent, 
Hang all my poor, my laſt remaining Hopes. 
Within this Paper is my Suit contain'd ; 
Here, as the Princely Glofter paſſes forth, 
I wait to give it on my humble Knees, 
And move hun for Redreſs 
[She gives the Paper to Alicia, who opens, and 
| [ jeems to read it. 
Alic. [ Aſide. ] Now for a wile, 
To ſting my Thoughtleſs Rival to the Heart; 
To blaſt her fatal Beauties, and divide her, 
For ever from my perjur'd Haſting's Eyes: 
The wanderer may then look back to me, 
And turn to his forſaken Home again; 
Their Faſhions are the ſame, it cannot fail, 
L Pulling out the other Paper, 
J. Sh. But ſee the great Protector comes this Way, 
Attended by a Train of waiting 8 
2 


Give 
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Give me the Paper, Friend. . eie 
Alic. L Aſide.) For Love and Vengeance! [ She gives ber the 
[ other Paper. 


Enter the Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliff, Catesby, 
Courtiers, and other Attendants. 


7. Sh. [ Kneeling.) Oh Noble Gloſter, turn thy gracious Eye, 
Incline thy pitying Ear to my Complaint, | 
A poor, undone, forſaken, helpleſs Woman, 
Intreats a little Bread for Charity, 
To feed her Wants, and fave her Life from periſhing. 
Gloſt. Ariſe, fair Dame, and dry your watery Eyes, 
[ Receroing the Paper, and raiſing Ber.] 
Beſhrew me, but twere Pity of his Heart, 
That could refuſe a Boon to ſuch a Suitreſs. 
Y' have got a noble Friend to be your Advocate; 
A worthy, and right gentle Lord he is, 
And to his Truſt moſt true. This Preſent, now, 
Some Matters of the State detain our Leiſure; 
Thoſe once diſpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, 
And give your Griefs Redreſs. Go too | be comforted. - - 
J. Sh. Good Heavens repay your Highneſs for this Pity, 
And ſhour down Bleſſings on your Princely Head. | 
Come my Alicia, reach thy Friendly Arm, 
And help me to ſupport this feeble Frame; 
That nodding totters with oppreſſive Woe, 
And ſinks beneath it's Load. L Exeunt, J. Shore, and Alicia. 
Gl. Now by my Follidame! 
Heavy of Heart the ſeems, and ſore afflicted. 
But thus it is, when rude Calamity, 
Lays its ſtrong Gripe upon theſe mincing Minions ; 
The Dainty gew-gaw forms diſſolve at once, 
And ſhiver at the Shock. What ſays her Paper? [ Seeming to read. 


Ha! 
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Ha! What is this > Come nearer Ratchff ! Cateſby 
Mark the Contents, and then divine the Meaning ? 
He — 
Wonder not Princely Glofter, at the Notice, 
This Paper brings you from a Friend unknown 
Lord Haſtings is inclin'd to call you Maſter, 
And kneel to Richard, as to England's ws 
But Shorer s bewitching W fe miſleads his 
And draws his Service to King Edward's Sons 
Drive her away, you break the Charm that 
And he, and all his Powers, attend on you. 
Rat. Tis wonderful! 
Cat. The Means by which it came, 
Yet ſtranger too! 
Gloft. You ſaw it given but now. 
Rat. She cou'd not know the Purporr. 
Gloft. No, tis plain — 
1 it — it levels at * ro 
S e preſume to prate of ſuch high Matters 
The 4 Harlot ! r ſhe ſhould abide it. 
Cat. What Hand ſo'eer it comes from, be aſſur d, 
It means your Highneſs well -— 
Gloſt. Upon the Inſtant, 
Lord Haſtings will be here; this morn I mean, 
To prove him to the Quick ; then if he flinch 
No more but this, away with him at once, 
He muſt be mine, or nothing — But he comes | 


Draw nearer this Way, and obſerve me well. L They whiſper. 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 


L. Haſt. This fooliſh Woman wr 0g my Heart, 
3 


Lingers, and wanders in my Fancy 


holds hin 
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This Coyneſs is put on, tis Art and Cunning, 

And «the to urge Deſire I mult poſſeſs her ; 

The Groom, who lift his ſawcy Hand againſt me, 

Eer this, is humbled, and ems his daring.” 

Perhaps, ev'n ſhe may profit 0 th Example, 

And teach her Beauty not to ſcorn my Pour. 

Gloft. This do, and wait me e er the Council fies. ¶ Exeunt Rat. 
My Lord, yare well encounter'd, here has been [and Cateaby. 
A fair Petitioner this Morning with uss | 
Believe me, ſhe has won me much to pity her: 

Alas! her gentle Nature was not made 

To buffet with ee I told her, | 
How worthily her Cau row had befriended ; 
How much for your good ſake we meant to do, 
That you had 7 oke, ind all Things ſhou'd be well. 

L. Haſt You Highneſs binds me ever to your Service. 

5 0 100 know your Friendſhip is moſt potent with us, 

And ſhares our Power. But of this enough. 
For we have other Matters for your Ear. 
Ihe State is out of Tune 3 diſtracting Fears, 
And jealous Doubts jar in our Publick Councils; 
Amidſt the wealthy City, Murmurs riſe, 
Lewd Railings, and Reproach, on thoſe that rule, | 
With open Scorn of Government; hence Credit, 
And publick Truſt twixt Man and Man are broke. 
The Golden Streams of Commerce are withheld, 
Which fed the Wants of needy Hinds, and Artizans, 
Wu therefore curfe the Great, and threat Rebellion. 
I.. Haft. The reſty Knaves are overrun with Eaſe, 

As Plenty ever is the Nurſe of Faction: 
If in good Days, like theſe, the Headſtrong Herd, 
Grow madly Wanton, and repine; c is AI 
Becauſe the Reins of Power are held too ſlack, | 


And 
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And Reverend Authority of late 
Has worn a Face of more than Juſtice. 
Gloſt. Beſhrew my Heart | but you have well divin'd 
The Source of theſe Diſorders. Who can wonder 
If Riot and Mis-rule o erturn the Realm, 
When the Crown fits upon a Baby Brow ? 
Plainly to ſpeak ; hence comes the general Cry, 
And ſum of all Comp laint : Twill ne er be well 
With England * they talk) while Children Govern. 
L. Haſt. Tis true the King is bons: but what of that ? 
We feel no want of Edward's ri 
While Gloſter's Valour, and —_ Wiſdom, 
So well ſupply our! nfant Sovereigh's Place, 
His Youths Support, and Guardian of his Throne. 
Gloſt. The ane (much I'm bound to thank em for it) 
Have 115 q a pageant Sceptre in wy Hand, 
Barren of Pow'r, and ſubje& to Controul ; 
Scorn'd by m Foes, and uſeleſs to my Friends. 
Oh, worthy Lord| were mine the Rule indeed. 
I think, [ ſbould not ſuffer rank Offence, 
At large to Lord it in the common weal. 
Nor wou'd the Realm be rent by Diſcord thus, 
Thus Fear and Doubt betwixt diſputed Titles, 
L. Haſt. Of this I am to learn; neee 


A Doubt -_ this 


Gloſt. Ay, marry, but there 18 ———— 
And that X much Concern. Have you not heard 
How on a late Occaſion, Doctor Shaw | 
Has mov'd the People much about the lawſulnels. . 
Of Edward's Iſſue? by Right grave Authority 


Of Learning and Religion, plainly proving, 
A Baſtard Scien never ſhould be — 


Upon a Royal Stock; from thence, at fl! 


r on my Brother s former Contrad, 
21 | 
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To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before © 
His roll Match with that ſame buxom Widdow 
The Queen he left behind him. | 

L. Haft. Vil befalt © 

Such medling Prieſts, who kindle up Confufion, 
And vex the quiet World with their vain Scruples; 
By Heav'n tis donc in bees Spight to Peace. 

Did not the Kinn, 
Our Royal Maſter Edward, in concurrence 
With his Eftates aſſembled, well determine 
What Courſe the Sovereign Rule ſhouid take henceforward . 
When ſhall the deadly Hate of Faction an,” DY 
When ſhall our long divided Land have Reſt, 
If 7 peeviſh, moody Malecontent 
Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs Rabble in an uproar ; 
Fright them with Dangers,” and perplex their el 
Each Day with ſome fantaſtick 144 Change? 

Gloft. What, if ſome'Patriot for the public able Good, 
Shoull vary from your Scheme; new mold the State, 

L. Haſt. Curſe on the innovating Hand attempts it 
Remember him, the Villain, righteous Heaven 
In thy great Day of ve blaſt the Traytor 
And his pernicious Counſels; who for Wealth, 
For Power, the Pride of Greatneſs or Revenge, 
Would plunge his Native Land in Civil Wars. 

Gloft. You go to far my Lord 

L. Haft. Your Highneſs's Pardon — 
Have we ſo ſoon forgot thoſe Days of Ruin, 
When Torx and Lancaſter drew forth the Battles 2 
When, like a Matron, butcher'd by her Sons, 
And caſt beſide ſome common way a Spectacle 
Of Horror, and affright to Paſſers by .. 
Our groaning Country n at every ny | 
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When Murders, and Maſſacres prevail'd ; 
When Churches, and Cities blaz d; 
When Inſolence and Barbariſm triumph'd, 
And ſwept away Diſtinction. Peaſants trod 
Upon the Necks of Nobles. Low were laid 
The Reverend Croſier, and the Holy Mitre, 
And Deſolation cover'd all the Land. 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
Here vow to ſheath a Dagger in his Heart, 
Whoſe damn'd Ambition would renew thoſe Horrors, 
And ſet, once more, that Scene of Blood before us? 
Gloſt. How now! So hot 
L. Haſt. So brave, and fo refolv'd. 
Glatt. Is then our Friendſhip of ſo little moment, 
That you could arm your Hand againſt my Life ? 
L. Haſt. J hope your Highneſs does not think I meant it, 
No, Heaven forefend that &er your Princely Perſon 
Should come within the Scope of my Reſentment. 
Gloft. Oh! Noble Haſtings ! Nay, I muſt 9 


Embraces him. 

By holy Paul! y'are a right honeſt Man; 

he Time is full of Danger and Diſtruſt, 
And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 
Too apt for Jealouſy and light Surmize, 
If when I meaat to you next my Heart, 
I put your Truth to trial. Keep ou Loyalty, 
And live your King and Country's beſt Support: 
For me, I ask no more than Honour IVC, ? 
To think me yours, and rank me with your Friends. 

L. Haſt. Accept what Thanks a grateful Heart ſhould pay. 
Oh! Princely Glofter ! judge me not ungentle, 
Of Manners rude, and inſolent of Speec 
If, when the Publick Safety is in queſtion, 

My Zeal flows warm and eager from my Tongue. 


F Ghoſt. 
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Gloſt. 2 this: Io deal in wordy Compliment 

Is — againſt the Plainneſs of my Nature; 

I judge you by my ſelf, a clear true Spirit, 

And, as ſuch, once more join you to my 

Farewel, and be my Friend. + Erit. Gloſter. 
L. Haſl. 1 am not read, | 

Not skill'd and praftis'd in the Arts of Greatneſs, 

To kindle thus, and give a Scope to Paſſion. 

The Duke is ſurely noble; but he touch'd me 

Ev'n on the tend'reſt Point; the Maſter-ſtring 

That makes moſt Harmony or Diſcord to me. 

I own the glorious Subject fires my Breaſt, 

And my Souls darling Paſſion ſtands confeſt 

Beyond or Love's or Friendſhip's facred Band, 

Beyond my ſelf I prize my Native Land: 

On this Foundation would I build my Fame, 

And emulate the Greek and Roman Name; 

Think England's Peace bought cheaply with my Blood, | 

And die with Pleaſure for my Country's Good. [Exit. 


End of the Third Act. 
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ACT Iv. 
Scene I. Continues. 


Enter Duke of Gloſter, Ratcliffe and Catesby 


Gloſt. is was the Sum of all; that he wou'd brook 
No Alteration in the preſent State: 
Marry | at laſt, the Gentleman 
1 bi n 
ut there d the Argument, and changing 
The firſt Deſign and Purpoſe of my 
I prais'd his good AﬀeCtion to young rd, 
And left him to believe my Thoughts like his. 
Proceed we then in thus fore-mention'd Matter, 
As nothing bound or truſting to his Friendſhip. | 
Rat. Ill does it thus befall. IT cou'd have wiſh'd 
This Lord had ſtood with us. His Friends are wealthy, 
Thereto, his own Poſſeſſions wet. Arn mighty ; 
The Vaſſals and Dependants on his Power 
Firm in Adhearance, ready, bold and many; 
His Name had been of Vantage to your H _—_ 
And ſtood our preſent Purpoſe much in ſtead. - 
Gloſ/. This wayward and perverſe declining from us 
Has warranted at full the friendly Notice, 
Which we this Morn receiv'd. I hold it certain, 
This puling whining Harlot rules his Reaſon, 
And prompts his Zeal for Edward's Baſtard Brood. 
Cat. If ſhe have ſuch Dominion Oer his Heart, 
And turn it at her Will; you rule her Fate, 
And ſhould, by Inference and apt Deduction, 
Be Arbiter of his. Is not her * 
2 
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The very Means immediate to her Being, 

The Bounty of your Hand? bes — ſhe live, 

If not to yield Ohediarte to your Pleaſure, ' 

To ſpeak, to act, to think as you command? 

Rat. Let her inſtruct her ongue to bear your Meſlage ; 
Teach every Grace to file in your 
And her deltdi Eyes to gloat for you; 

His ductile Reaſon will be wound about, 
Be led and turn'd _ ſay and unſay, 
Receive the Yoak, and yeild exact Obedience. 

Glo. Your Counſel me well, it ſhall be follow'd. 
She waits without attending on her Suit, 
Go, call her in, and leave us here dy; C Ereunt. Rat. aud Catesby. 
How poor a Thing is he, how worthy Scorn, 

Who leaves the Gridan: of 
Jo ſuch a paltry piece of Stuff as this is; 

A Moppet made of Prettineſs and Pride; 

That oftner does her giddy Fancies change, 

Than glittering Dew-drops in the Sun do Colours. 
Now {hame upon it Was our Reaſon given 

For ſuch a Uſe | to be thus puff d about 

Like a dry Leaf, an idle * a Feather, 

The Sport of every whifling Blaſt that blows ? 
Beſhrew my Heart, but it is wond'ro _—— 

Sure there is ſomething more than Wi in "HEY 
That maſters ev'n the wiſeſt of us all. 

Enter Jane Shore. 


Oh! You are come moſt fitly. We have goes 
On this your Grievance : And tho ſome there are, 
Nay, and thoſe Great Ones too, who wou'd enforce 
The Rigour of our Power to afflict you, 

And bear a heavy Hand, yet ar not you, 


We've 
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We've ta'en you to our Favour, our Protection 
ry _ between, and ſheild you from Miſha 
The Bleſhngs of a Rowe with Anguiſh broken, 
Ao ed from 3 — your Highneſs. 
Alas! my gracious Lord mar Ne 1 80 
To kindle ſuch relentleſs Wrath againſt me ? 
If in the Days of all my paſt 
When moſt my Heart was lifted with _ 
— I with-held my Morſel from the Hu 
1 the Widow's Want, and Orphan 
If Ihave known a Good I — not ard, 
Nor calld the Poor to take his Portion = me, 
Let my worſt Enemies ſtand forth, and now 
Deny the Succour, which I gave not then. 
Gloſt. Marry! there are, tho? I believe them not, 
Who ſay you meddle in Affairs of State: 
That you preſume to prattle, like a buſy Body, 
Give your Advice, and teach the Lords o'tl' C 
What fits the Order of the Common-weal. 
J. SH. Oh that the buſy World, at leaſt in this, 
Would take Example from a Wretch like me ! 
None then would waſte their Hours in foreign Thoughts, 
Forget themſelves, and what concerns their Peace, 
To tread the Mazes of fantaftick Falſhood, 
To haunt her idle Sounds and flying Tales, 
Thro all the giddy noiſy Courts of Rumour ; 
Malicious Slander never wou'd have Leiſure, 
To ſearch with prying Eyes for Faults abroad, 
If all, like me, conſider'd their own Hearts, 
And wept the Sorrows which they found at home. 
Gloſi. Go to! I know your Power, and tho? I trult not 
To every Breath of Fame, I'm not to learn | 
That Haſtings is d your loving Vaſſal. 
But fair befall your Beauty: Uſe it Wiſely, 
And it may ſtand your Fortunes much in 


, 


| Give back your forfeit Land with large Encreaſe, 
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And place you high in Safety and in Honour: 
Nay, I could = a Way, the which purſuing, 
You ſhall not only bring ſelf Advantage, | 
But give the Realm much worthy Cauſe to thank you. 
J. S. Oh! where or how ?— Can my unworthy Hand 
Become an Inſtrument of Good to _ 
Inſtruct your lowly Slave, and let me fly 
To yield Obedience to your dread Command. 
Glaſt. Why that's well ſaid Thus then— Obſerve me well. 
The State, for many high and potent Reaſons, 
Deeming my Brother Euwara's Sons unfit 
For the Imperial Weight of England's Crown-— 
J. SH. Alas! for Pity. [Afige. 
* 1 * 1 have ing laß * 
o ſet aſide their unavailing Infancy, 
And veſt the ſovereign Rule in abler Hands. 
This, tho? of great Importance to the Publick, 
Haſtings, for very Peeviſhneſs and Spleen, 
Does Tubbornl oppoſe. 4 N 
J. Sh. Does he | Does Haſtings! 
. Gloſt. Ay, Haſtings. | | 15 
J. Sh. Reward him for the noble Deed, juſt Heavens: 
For this one Action, guard him and diſtinguiſh him 
With ſignal Mercies, and with great Deliverance. 
Save him from Wrong, Adverſity and Shame. 
Let never-fading Honours flouriſh round him, 
And — bh Name even to Time's End: 
Let him know nothing elſe but Good on Earth, 
And everlaſting Bleſſedneſs hereafter. 
Gloſ.. How now! ' 
J. Sh. The poor forſaken, Royal little Ones 
Shall they be left a Prey to Savage Power? 
Can they lift up their, harmleſs Hands 1n vain, 
Or cry to Heaven for Help, and not be heard? | | 
Impoſſible! O gallant generous Haſtings, Go 
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Srand eech, thou Prony of all-uling Providence, 
And _ ol — — — from ion. 
Saints 1 with prevailing 

And warring Angels combat on thy „ 

Gloft. You're paſſing rich in this ſame heavenly Speech, 
And ſpend it at your ſure. Nay, but mark me! F 
My Favour is not bought with Words like theſe. 

Go too-—you'll teach your T another Tale. 
J. Sb. No, tho' the Royal Erd has undone me, 


He was my King, m ious Maſter till 
E eee a gully Flame, 
——c he lov'd me; 
With Fondneſs, and with Tendernefſs he doated, 
Dwelt in my Eyes, and liv'd but in my Smiles. 
And can I-—- Oh my Heart abhors the T 
Stand by, and fee his Children robb'd of Right. 
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Liſp in bis Ear, h 1 
And N Gambols over to him; 
You know my Purpoſe, look that 1a} whe 
And make him yield Obedience to my Will. 
Do it. or woe upon thy Harlot's Head. 

J. Sh. Oh that my Tongue had ev*ry Grace of Speech, 
Great and Commanding as the Breath of Kings, | 
Sweet as the Poet's Numbers, and prevailing 
As ſoft Perſwaſion to a Love-ſick Maid ; 
That I had Art and N e 
To pay my Duty to m SA | 
And plead til Death the Cauſe of injur'd Innocence. 

Gle/t. Ha! Do'ſt thou brave me, Minion | Do ſt thou know 
How vile, how very a Wretch, my Pow'r can make thee ; 

That I can let looſe Fear, Diſtreſs and Famine, To 
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To hunt thy Heels, like Hell- hounds thro* the World; 
That I can place thee in ſuch abject State, 
As Help ſhall never find thee; where repining, 
Thou ſhalt fit down, and gnaw the Earth for Anguiſh, 
Groan to the pitileſs Winds without Return, 
How! like the Midnight Wolf amidſt the Deſart, 
And curſe thy Life in Bitterneſs of Miſery. 

J. Sh. Let me be branded for — 2 — 
Turn'd forth, and driven to wander like a Vagabond, 


Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeek my Bread 
Upon the barren, wild, and deſolate Waſte, 


Feed on my Sighs, and drink my falling Tears; 
Fer I conſent to teach my Lips Injuſtice, 
Or wrong the Orphan, who has none to fave him. 
Gloſt. Tis well we'll try the Temper of your Heart. 
What hoa ! Who waits without ? | n 


Enter Ratelif, Catesby, and Mttendents. 


Rat. Your Highneſs Pleaſure.—- RY | 

Gloſt. Go ſome of you, and turn this Strumpet forth ; 
Spurn her into the Sreet, there let her periſh, 
And rot upon a ill. Thro' the 1 70 
See it proclaim'd, That none, on Pain of Death, 
Preſume to give her Comfort, Food, or Harbour; 
Who miniſters the ſmalleſt Comfort, dies. | 
Her Houſe, her coſtly Furniture and Wealth, 
The Purchaſe of her loofe luxurious Life, 
We ſeize on, for the Profit of the State. 
Away! Be gone! fe 

J. FH. O thou moſt righteous Judge— 
Humbly behold, I bow my ſelf to Thee, 
And own thy Juſtice in this hard Decree : 
No longer then my ripe Offences ſpare, 
But what I merit, let me learn to bear. 
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Yet ſince tis all my Wretchedneſs can give, 
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For my paſt Crimes my forteit Life receive ; 
No for my here I crave, 
nd only hope Forgivenels in the Grave. 


[ Exit ]. Shore guorded by Catesby and others 


Gloſt. Souuch feths: — en Bad: (To Ratcliff. 
This idle T 


vf har k 2 * 
Gloſt. Bid e n mti 


Enter the Duke of Earl of of Derby, of Ely, 
Lord Haſtings and others, as to the Council. Bp of * 
Gloſter takes his Place at mm ayer End, then the * 


Derb. In happy Time are we aſſembled here. 
To point the Day, and fix the folemn Pom 
For England's Crown with all due B 
Upon our Sovereign Eqtward's Youthtul Brow. 

L. Haſt. Some buſy meddling Knaves, tis faid there are, 
As ſuch will ſtill be | 
To carp and cavil at hi Royal Ri 
. I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt 
T” appoint the Order of the Coronation ; 
So to approve our to the Kin 
And ſtay the babling of ſuch vain 


e 4 


inſayers. 


2 We all attend to know your Highneſs Pleaſure. Cco Gl. 
My Lords! A Set of —— Men you are, 
prudeht and juſt, and careful for the State : 
Therefore to your moſt grave 
I yield my ſelf in all Things; and demand, 
What Puxiſhment your! om ſhall think meet 1 
11 * 1 
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T iaflict upon thoſe damnable Contrivers, 
Who {hall with Potions, Charms, and witching das, 
Practiſe againſt our Perſon and our Life. 

L. Haſt. So much I hold the King your HighneF's Debtor, 
So precious are you-to the Commonweal, 
That! reſume, not only for my ſelf, _ : 

If of theſe my Brothers, ee; : 

To fi, whoe'er they b&. they merit Death 

Gloſt. Then judge your ſelves, convince Eyes of Truth; 


Behold my Arm thus blaſted, dry and wither'd, "To Sr 
*. 


Shrunk like a foul Abortion, and decays; '/ 
Like ſome untimely Produtt of the Seaſons, | | 
Rob'd of its Properties of Strength and Office. 
| This is the Sorcery of Edward's Wife, 
Who in Conjunction with that Harlot Shore, 
And other like confederate Midnight Haggs, | 
By Force of potent Spells, of hloody Characters, 
_ I and _—_— — 
Fiends an woke — aw Deep, | 
And ſet the Mini of Hell at . 
To torture and deſpoil me of my Life. / 
L. Heaſ/. If they ers d ©: Deed— 
Gloſ/. If they have done itt: 
Talk'ſt thou to me of Tf's ! audacious Taper! 
Thou art that Strumpet Witch's chief Abetror, 
The Patron and Complotter of her Miſchiefs, g 
And join'd in this Contrivance for my Death, 
Nay ſtart not, Lords, What hoa a Guard there, Sirs! [Enter 
Lord Haſtings I arreſt thee, of High Treaſon. Guard. 
Seize him, and bear him inſtantly any, | 
He ſha' not live an Hour. By Holy Pa 
I will not dine before his Head be oe me: 
2 ſtay you, and ſee that it be done. 
that fore me, riſe and follow me. 
I ['Exeunt Gloſter and Lords follou 
L Manent Lord Haſtings, Ratcliff and Cana 


L. Hal. 
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Hoſt. What | and 00 more but this how to he Sea 
oh” Bae tell me do I hold theo? 

Oh gen Re 22 Fen we 
To break, to iruggle theo? thisdread Confubion f 
For ſurely Death itſelf is not ſo 
As is this fudden Horror and Surprize. 

Rot. You heard, the Duke's Commands to me were abſolute. 
With al good Sen addreſs you to your Shrift, 

ith a ou may. Summon your Courage, 

And be y Oo — by Warr Inſtant. | 

L. Hoſt. 1 iel Iwill take thy Friendly Counſel, 
And die as a Man tis ſome what hard, | 
To call my ſcatter'd Spi irics home at once: 

— 2 muſt be — let Neceſſity 
ro y the Place of Time and ans; 1 
arm me for the Blow. : Iis but to die, 

Th but to venture-on that common Hazard 
Which many a Time in Battle I have run. 
"Tis but to do, what, at chat _ Moment, 
In many Nations of the peopled karth, 

A thouſand and a thouſand ſhall do with me: 
"Tis but to doſe my Eyes, and ſhut our Day-Light, 
To view no more wicked Ways of Mea, 
No longer to behold — — Glotter, 

And * of the Woes, 
The Deſolation, LA ter and Calamities, 
Which he ſhall bring-oarhi unhappy ne. 


1 
Euer Alicia. ? 8) 


Alic. Stand off! and ler me paß 1 will, I muſt, 
Catch him once more in theſe — Arms, 
And hold him to my Heart. Oh Haſtrags, Haſtings ! 
L. Haſt. Alas | Why com'Iechoy at thivdreadbul 
To fill me with new Terrors, new 
To turn me wild with thy diſtemper'd R 
And ſhock the Peace of my departing Sou ? | 
Away! I prithee leave me! G 2 Alic. 
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Mic Crick find Pallage— Oh the Tyrant! 
Ti m r a — 
Perdition fall on Gloſter's Head and mine. 7 


L. Haft. What means thy franticke Grief? _ 
Alic. I cannot ſpeak 

But I have murder thee Oh [ would ell hee! 1 
L. Haft. Speak, ve to thy confli Paſſions: 

Be quick, nor keep — Suſpence. 7. 

Time prefles, and a 1 Thoughts 


Break in at once; this Way and ey ſnatch, 
They tear m my hurry a Soul. 2 
And yet not one is Oh ſpeak and leave me, 


For I vs Buſineſs — —— an Age, 

And but a Minute's Time to get it done in. 
Alic. That, That's my Griet-— *Tis I that urge thee on, 

Thus hunt thee to the Toil, ſweep thee: from Earth, 

And drive thee down this Precipice of Fate. 
L. Haſt. Thy Reaſon is grown wild. Could thy weak: Hand 

Bring on this Ruin? If it could, | 

What have I done fo grievous to thy Soul, 

So deadly, ſo beyond the Reach of Pardon, 

That nothing but my Life can make Attonement ? 
Alic. Thy cruel Scorn had ſtung me to the Heart, 

And ſet my burning Boſom all in Flames: 

Raving and mad I flew to my Revenge, 

And writ I know not what told the Protector, 

That Shore's deteſted Wife by Wiles had won thee, 

To plot his Greatneſs. He believ'd it, 

(Oh dire Event of my Caunſel) 

And while I meant —.— on her need, 

H' has turn'd it all on thine. 


Accurſed Jealouly ! 
0 — * ing Fend! 


4 d Miſchief, 
And murders all it meets. Turſt be its Rage, 


For 
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For there is none ſo deadly; doubly curgd amy 
Be all thoſe eaſ Fools who give it arbour : 361 
Who turn a Monſter looſe among Mankind 
Fiercer than Famine, War, or ſpotted 
Baneful as Death, and Horrible as Hell. 

Alic. If thou wilt Curfe, Curſe rather thine own Palſhood ; 
Curſe the lewd Maxims of thy d Sex, 
Which ta it thee firſt to laugh at Faith and Juſtice, 
To ſcorn the Solemn SanQity of Oaths, 
Eon eating 

u ud Heart, 
Thar mi this fatal Fury . 
And urg'd my Veng' — | 

Ld, Haſt. Oh thou Inhuman ! — om Eyes AWAY, 
And blaſt me not with their deſtructive | 

Breath? 


Why ſhou'd I Curie thee with my 
cruel Haſtings, leave me thus! 


Be gone! and let me ſigh it out in 
Mam bene Heir, I hear me 


* Py 


c. Can'ſt thou 


— with an rt, I ſwear 
By all the Pangs yall thi Sorrows, | 
Terrors — Deſpair thy Loſs ſhall give me, 
My Hate was on my ny Rival bent alone. 


= had I once divin'd, falſe as thou art, 


— Life, I would have 'd, 
I woul have marks Grieg . 
My ready faithful Breaſt to wang fas — 


While bete Wrath and fell Revenge, 
Purſu'd the Innocence which-never wrong'd thee, 
Behold | the Miſchief falls on thee and me; 
. ot ee 
And ever Anguiſh Potion | 
For — —2— about me, _ 


And now, in one poor Moment, I am gone. 
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Haſt. Now mark ! and tremble at Heaven's Juſt Award, 


Oh 


„ TheyPRWGEDX of 


Oh ! if thay haſt one eapyes Thought romaming, 
Fly to thy Cloſet, fall upon thy Knee, oem, 7220 
£0 


07 ogg | 
Alic. Oh! y 1 go ſorover from the, i Gadd 1255 
Pity to me, [ [Aneeling. 


Turn thee in Ben tleneſs 
And in Com of my firoog Affliction, 
Say, is it poſſible you can 
The fatal Raſhneb of _—_ vd Love ? 
For oh! *tis certain, if I not lov'd thee 
Beyond my Peace, my Reaſon, Fame and Lite, 
Deſir'd to Death, and doated to Diſtraftion, 
This Day of Horror never ſhould have known as, | 

L. Hat. Oh! Riſe, and let me huſh thy ſtormy Sorrows. 

[Raging her, 


Aſſwage thy Tears, ſor I will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy Fair One. 
I ſee the Hand of Heav'n is arm'd againſt me, 
And, in myſterious Providence, decrees, 
To puniſh me by thy miſtaking Hand, 
Molt Righteous Doom ! for, oh! While I behold the, % 90 
Thy Wrongs riſe up in terrible Array, 
And charge thy Ruin on me; —— fair Fame, 
Thy ſpotleſs Beauty, Innocence, 4 and Mouth, 
Diſhonour'd, blaſted _ betray'd by me. 
Alic. And does th cart relent for my undoing ? 
Oh! that inhuman 10157 0 cou'd be mov'd,. 
But half 3 —— R | Y 
L. Hot. Here exchange we mutua Forgive 
So may the Guilt of all m Ed broken V ows, mw 
My Perjuries to thee be all forgotten, | 
As here my Soul acquits thee of my Death, 
As here I part without one angry I! 
As here leave thee with the ſoſteſt Tendernefs, 
Mourning the Chance of our diſaſtrous Loves, 
And | begging Heav'n to bleſs and to ſupport thee. 
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Rat. My Lord, diſpatch; the Duke has ſent to chide me 
For loitering in my Duty— 

L. Hat. I obey. | 

Alic. Inſatiate, Savage, Monſter! E a Moment 
So tedious to thy Malice? Oh ! repay him, 
Thou great Avenger, give him Blood for Blood : 
Guilt haunt him! Fiends e him | Lightnings blaſt him 
Some horrid, curſed kind of Death hum, 
Suddain, and in the Fullnefs of his Sins! 
That he may know, how terrible it is, 
2 — 

. 'Tis all in vain, t tears thy 

Like x poor Bird that flunrers in lr ie, LS 
Thou beat'ſt thy ſelf to Death. Retire, I beg thee ; 
Toſee thee thus, thou know'ſt not how it wounds me, 
Thy Agonies are added to my on, | 
And make the Burden more than I can bear. 
Farewel—--Good Angels viſit thy Afflictions, 
And bring thee Peace and rt from above. 

Alic. Oh ! ſtab me to the Heart, ſome pitying Hand, 
NT. Hoſt. One Thing I hade 

L. One Thi 
I charge thee by our preſent common Miſeries, 
By our paſt Loves, if yet they have a4 Name, 
By all thy Hopes of Peace here and heveaſter, 
Let not the Rancour of thy Haze cf 
The Innocence of thy unhappy 77 - 
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* 
Thou know'ſt Who 'tis Im; Ols! thou wrong her 
Juſt Heav'n ſhall double allthy W: T 

And make em know ne Bd Thus 


As the laſt Warning of à dying Man; 

Farewel for ever. ko coe Guards carry Haſtings of: 
Alic. For ever! Oh! For ever 

Oh! Whocan bear to be a Wretch, for ever ! 

My Rival too! His laſt Thoughts hung og her, had 


And, as he 12 leſt a Bleſſing for her: 
Shall ſhe be bleſt and I be curſt, for ever |! 
No : Since her - fatal Beauty was the Cauſe 
Of all my Suff "rings, let her ſhare my Pains ; 
Let her, like me, of ev'ry Joy forlorn, 

Devote the Hour when ſuch a Wretch was born: 
Like me to Deſarts and to Darkneſs run, 
Abhor the Day, and curſe the galden 8 Sun; 
Caſt ev'ry Good, and ev'ry T- behind; 
Deteſt the Works of Nature, — Mankind ; 
Like me, with Cries diſtracted fill the Air 

Tear her poor Boſom, rend her frantick x" | 
And prove = Torments of the laſt * 
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ACT. V. 
SCENE I. The Street. 


Euter Bellmour and Dumont or Shore. 
Sh. Ou ſaw her then? 


Bell. I met her, as 
In folevin Penance from the publick C 
Before her, r 


Slaves in Authority > he am 1 9 9 
Proclaim'd the TY 2 cru 

On either Side her ae d a ul * Prieſt, 
Who with ſevere, with horrid hagga 

Did ever and anon by Turns upbraid ber, 
And thunder in her trem 
Around her, numberleſs the Rabble we 
Tang and Re 

a , Taunting 

Some Pitying, but thoſe, alas wee 
The moſt, ſuch Iron Hearts Weare, and wy. 
The baſe Barbarity of Human Kind, 


Wick Inflence an hee A 


and with V dlainous 
ore 5 the + he Firh Fomoutths 5 . 


To hart upon her Head. 
Sh. Inhuman Dogs! 
ww” ſhe _ it ? * 

Bell. With the gentleſt Patienoe. 
Submiſſive, ſad, and lowly was her Look; 


A burning Taper in her Hand be hor 


» 


And 
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And on her Shoulders careleſly confus'd | 
With looſe Neglect her lovely Treſſes hung; 
Upon her Cheek a fauntiſh Fluſh was, . 
Fceble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely {mit with Pain, 
While bare-foot as ſhe trod the flinty Pavemen 
Her Footſteps all along were marked with | 
Yet ſilent ſtill ſhe paſs d and unrepining; 
Her ſtreaming Eyes bent ever on the Earth, 
Except when 1n ſome bitter Pang of Sorrow, 
To Heav'n ſhe ſeem'd in fervent Zeal to raiſe, 
And beg that Mercy Man deny'd her here. 
SY. When was this piteous Stght ? + 
Bell. Theſe laſt TWO Days. SH ITS 
You know my Care was wholly bent on you, 
Io find the Happy Means of your Deliverance, 
Which but for Haſting's Death I had not gain'd. 
During that Time, altho' I have not ſeen her, 
Yet divers truſty Meſſengers Pve ſent, 
To wait about, and watch a fit Convenience 
To give her ſome Relief; but all in vain. 
A churliſh Guard attends upon her Steps, | 
Who menace thoſe with Death that bring her Comfort 
And drive all Succour from her. | | 
Sh. Let 'em threaten. 
Let proud Oppreſſion prove its fierceſt Malice; 
So Heav'n befriend my Soul, as here 1 vow | 
To give her Help, and ſhare one Fortune with her. 
"x _ you'to ſee her, thus, in your own Form ?. 
Bell. And have you ht ppon-the-Qenſoqurace ? 
Sh. What is there I ſhoutd fear! | it . 
Bell. Have you examin'd WH T6IQ OI 
Into your inmoſt Heart, and try*d'at leifure 
The ſeveral ſecret Springs that move the Paſſions ? 
Has Mercy fix d her Empire there ſo ſure, 
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That Wrath and Vengeance never may return ? | 
Can you reſume a Husband's Name, and bid 
That wakeful Dragon fierce Reſentment ſleep? 

Sh. Why doſt thou ſearch fo deep, and urge my Memory 
To conjure up my Wrongs to life again ? | 
I have long labour'd to forget my ſelt, 

To think on all Time, backward, like a Space, 
Idle and void, where Nothing &er had Being ; 
But thou haſt peopled it again ; Revenge 

And Jealouſie renew their horrid Forms, 

Shoot all their Fires, and drive me to Diſtraction. 

Bell. Far be the Thought from me! my Care was only 
To arm you for the Meeting : Better were it 
Never to ſee her, than to let that Name 
Recal forgotten Rage, and make the Husband 
Deltroy the generous Pity of Dumont. 

Sh. Oh! thou haſt ſer py on Brain at work, 
And now ſhe muſters up a Train of Images, 
Which to preſerve my Peace I had caſt alide, 
And funk in deep Oblivion---Oh ! that Form 
That Angel-face on which my e hung 
How have I gaz'd her! till my Soul 
With very Eagerneſs went forth towards her, 
And ifſu'd at my Eyes Was there a ſem 
Which the Sun ripens in the Indian Min 
Or the rich Boſom of the Ocean yields, © 
What was there Art cod make, or Wealth cou'd buy, 
Which I have left unſonght to deck her Beaury ? 
What cou'd her King do more ?-—-And yet ſhe fled. 

Bell. Away with that ad Fancy.---- 

Sb. Oh ! that Day! | 
The Thought of it muſt live for ever with me. 

I met her, Bellmour, when the Royal Spoiler 
Bore her in triumph from my widow'd Home! 
Within his Chariot by his Side ſhe fate 


H 2 And 
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And liſten'd to his Talk with downward Looks ; 
Till ſudden as ſhe chanc'd aſide to glance, © BL 
Her Eyes encounter'd miae—Oh ! then, my Friend! 
Oh! who can point my Grief and her Amazement ! 
As at the Stroke of Death, twice turn d ſhe 
And twice a burning Crimſon bluſh'd all o'er ber; 
Then, with a Skriek Heart-wounding, loud ſhe cry'd, 
While down her Cheeks Two guſhing Torrents ran 
Faſt falling on her Hands, which thus ſhe 
Mov'd at her Grief the Tyrant Raviſher, 
With Courteous Action woo'd her oft to turn; 
Earneſt he ſeem'd to plead; but all in vain ; 
Ev*n to the laſt ſhe bent her Sight towards me, 
And follow d me. till I had loſt my;ſelk 
Bell. Alas! for pity | Oh! thoſe ing Tears! 
Could they be falſe ? Did ſhe not ſuffer with you? 
And tho” the King by force poſſeſs d her Perſon, 
Her unconſenting Heart dwelt ſtill with you: 
If all her former Woes were not enough, 
Look onher now, behold her where an 
Hunted to Death, diſtreſs'd on en ſide, 
With no one Hand to help ; and tell me then, 
If ever Miſery were known like hers ? 
Sh. And can ſhe bear it ? Can that delicate Frame 
Endure the beating of a Storm ſo rude? 
Can ſhe, for whom the various Seaſons 'd, 
To eourt her Appetite. and crown her Boar 
For whom the foreign V intages were preſs'd, 
For whom the Merchant ſpread his Stores, 
Can ſhe ; 
Intreat for Bread, and want the needful Rayment, 
To wrap her ſhivering Boſom from the Weather? 
When ſhe was mine, no Care came ever nigh her. 
I thought the gentleſt Breeze that wakes the Spring 
Too rough to breathe upon her. Cheerfulne 
Dane'd all the Day before her; and at Night 
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Soft Slumbers waited on her downy Pillow—— 


Now fad and perhaps, ſhe lyes, 
Where pierci is Bos ee, and the chill Rain 
Drops from ſome Pent-houſe on her wretched Head, 


Drenches Tor Locks, and kills her with the Cold. 

It is too much Hence with her paſt 

They are atton'd at full Why ſtay we then? 

Oh! let us haſte, my Friend, and find her out. 
Bell. Somewhere 4— this Quarter of the Town, 

I hear the abandon'd Creature lingers : 

Her Grand che ſet with ſtricteſt Watch — 4 

All Food and Friendſhip from her, yet permit her 

To wander in the Streets, there.chooſe her 

And reſt her Head on what cold Stone ſhe pleaſes. 
Sh. Here let us then divide; each in his Round 

To ſearch her Sorrows out, whoſe hap it is 

Firſt to behold her, this way let Dl 


Her fainting Steps, and meet we here together. Eren. 


Exter Jane Shore, ber * — on her Shoulders, and. 
voted. 


J. SH. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, Oh! my Soul! 
For are not thy Tranſgreſſions great and numberleſs ? 
Do they not cover thee, like riſing Floods, 

And preſs thee like a Weight of Waters down ? 

Does not the Hand of Righteouſneſs afflict thee; 
And who ſhall plead againſt it ? ne. — 4 

To Pow 'r Almighty hou haft done 

Or bid his dreadful Rod of Veng'ance, ſta 
Wait then with Patience, till the circ ours 

Shall 1 Time of thy appointed Reſt, 

And la down in Death. The Hireling thus 

With 4 drudges out the painful Day, 

And oſten looks with long expecting Eyes ww 
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To ſee the Shadows riſe and be diſmiſs d. 
And hark ! methinks the Roar that late purſu'd me, 
Sinks, like the Murmurs of a falling Wind, 
And ſoftens into Silence. Does Revenge 
And Malice then grow weary, and forſake me? 
My Guard too, that obſerv'd me ſtill fo cloſe, 
Tire in the Task of their inhuman Office, 
And loiter far behind. Alas! I faint, 
My Spirits fail at once This is the Door 
Ot my Alicia Bleſſed Opportunity 
PI! ſteal a little Succour from her Goodneſs | 
Now, While no Eye obſerves me. [She knocks at the Door. 
Enter a Servant. 
Is your Lady, EXAM 
My gentle Friend, at home? Oh! bring me to her. [Gong ix. 
Serv. Hold Miſtreſs, whither wou'd you? [Putting her back. 
J. Sh. Do you not know me? 
Serv. I know you well, and know my Orders too. 
You mult not enter here | 
J. Sh. Tell my Alicia, 
Tis I would fee her. 
Serv. She is ill at Eaſe, 
And will admit no Viſitor. 
J. HH. But tell her 
*Tis I, her Friend, the Partner of her Heart, 
Wait at the. Door and beg---- 
Serv. Tis all in vain— * 
Go hence, and Howl to thoſe that will regard you. 
| [Shuts the Door, and Exit. 
h. It was not always thus; The Time has been, 
When this unfriendly Door, that barrs my Paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off its Hinges 
Jo give me Entrance here; When this good Houſe 
Has pour'd forth all its Dwellers to receive me ; 


When 
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When my Approach has made a little Holy-day, 

And ev'ry Face was dreſs'd in Smiles to meet me. 

But now tis otherwiſe ; and thoſe who bleſd me, 

Now curſe me to my Face. Why ſhould I wander, 

Stray further on, for I can die ev'n here 
[She fits down at the Door. 


Exter Alicia in Diſorder ; Two Servants following. 


Alic. What Wretch art thou? Whoſe Miſery and Baſeneſs 
* 45 my Door; whoſe hateful Whine of Woe 
B in upon my Sorrows, and diſtracts 
My jarring Senſes with thy r's Cry. 

Sh. A very Beggar, and a Wretch indeed; 
One driv'n by ſtrong Calamity to ſeek 

For — 2 One periſhing for Want, 

Whoſe Hunger has not taſted Food theſe three Days; 
And humbly asks, for Charity's dear ſake, 

A Draught of Water, and a little Bread. 

Alic. And doſt thou come to me, to me for Bread? 
I know thee not—Go—huat for it abroad, 

Where wanton Hands upon the Farth have. ſcatter'd it, 
Or caſt it on the Waters Mark the Eagle, 

And hungry Vulture, where they wind the Prey; 

Watch where the Ravens of the Valley feed, 

And ſeek thy Food with them I know. thee not. 

J. Sh. And yet there was a Time, when my Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt Blef! 
And mourn'd that live-long Day ſhe paſs d wit me : 
When pair'd like Turtles, we were ſtill together; 
When often as we prattled Arm in Arm, 

Inclining fondly to me ſhe has ſworn, 
She lov'd me more than all the World beſide, 

Alic. Ha! ſay'ſt thou! Let me look upon thee well— 
'Tis true know thee now] A Miſchief on thee ! 


Thou 
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Thou art that fatal Fair, that curſed ſhe, | 


That ſet my Brain a madding. Thou haſt robb'd me 
Thou haſt undone me Murder! Oh = Haſtings ! 


See his pale bloody Head ſhoots glaring by me! 
Give him me bk again, thou 2 Deluder, 
Thou Beauteous Witch 

J. Sh. Alas! I never wrong'd you 
Oh! then be good to me; have pity on me: 
Thou never knew'(t the Bitterneſs of Want, 
And may'ſt thou never know it. Oh! beſtow 
Some poor Remain, the voiding of thy Tabl 
A Morſel to ſupport my famiſh'd Soul. 

Alic. Avant! and come not near me 

J Sh. To thy Hand 
I truſted all, gave my whole Store to thee : 
Nor do I ask it back, allow me but 
The ſmalleſt Pittance, give me but to eat, 
Leaſt I fall down and periſh here before thee. 

Alic. Nay ! tell not me! Where is thy King, thy Eward, 
And all the ſmiling, cringing Train of Courtiers, 
That bent the Knee before thee ? 

J. Sh. Oh! for Mercy! | 

Alic. Mercy! I know it not-—for J am miſerable. 
Til give thee Miſery, for here She dwells; 
This is her Houſe, where the Sun never dawns, 
The Bird of Night fits ſcreaming oer the Root, 
Grim SpeQtres ſweep along the horrid Gloom, 
And nought is heard but Wailings and Lamentings. 
Hark | ſomething Cracks above! it ſhakes, it totters ! 
And ſee the nodding Ruin falls to cruſh me! 
Tis fall'n! 'tis here! I feel it on my Bram! 

1 Serv. This Sight diſorders her-— 

2 Serv, Retire, dear Lady— 
And leave this Woman— 


Alic. 
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Alic. Let her take my Counſel ! 
Why ſhoud'ſt thou be a Wretch? Stab, tear thy Heart, 
And rid thy ſelf of this deteſted Being, 
I wo'not linger long behind thee here. 
A waving F lewiſh Fire ſwells o'er me; 
And now tis out, and I am drown'd in Blood. 
Ha! What art thou | Thou horrid headleſs Trunk! 
It Is My Haſtings | See! He wafts mo on 
Away ! I go! I fly ! I follow thee. 
But come not thou with miſchief-making Beauty 
To interpoſe between us, look not on him, 
Give thy fond Arts and thy Deluſions o'er, 
For thou ſhalt never, never part us more. 

[ Sbe rans off, her Servants following. 

18 Alas! She raves; Her Brain, I fear, is turn'd. | 
In Mercy look upon her, Gracious Heaven, 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 
Sure I am near upon my Journey's End ; 
My Head runs round, my * begin to fail, 
And dancing Shadows ſwim beſore my ſight. | 
I can no more. [ /ies down] Receive me = cold Earth, 
Thou common Parent, take me to thy Boſom, 
And let me reſt with Thee. 


Enter Bellmour. 


Bell, Upon'the Ground ! 
Thy Miſeries can never lay thee lower. 
Look up thou poor afflicted one! Thou Mourner 
Whom none has comforted ! Where are thy Friends, 
The dear Companions of thy Joyful Days, 
Whoſe Hearts thy warm Proſperity made glad, 
Whoſe Arms were taught to grow like Ivy round thee, 
And bind thee to their Boſoms? — Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us they ſaid, 


For 
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For ſure thou art the Siſter of our Loves, wa 
And nothing ſhall divide us Now where are they ? 
J. Sh. Ah! Bellmour, where indeed | They ſtand aloof, 
And view my Deſolation from a · far; 
When the ey by, they ſhake their Heads in ſcorn, 
And cry, A old the Harlot and her End ! 
And yet thy Goodneſs turns aſide to Pity me, 
Alas! There may be danger, get thee gone! 
Let me not pull a Ruin on thy Head, 
Leave me to die alone, for I am fall'n 
Never to riſe, and all Relief is vain. 
Bell. Yet raiſe thy drooping Head; for I am come 
To chaſe away Deſpair. old | Where yonder 
Tbat honeſt Man, that faithful brave Dumont, 
Is haſting to thy Aid —— FN 
J. SH. Dumont! Ha! Where! [Raiſing her ſelf, aud looking about. 
Then Heav'n has heard my Prayer, his very Name 
Renews the Springs of Life, and chears my Soul. 
Has he then ſcap'd the Snare? 
Bell, He has, but ſee —— 
He comes, unlike to that Dumont you knew, 
For now he wears your better Angel's Fur, 
And comes to viſit you with Peace and Pardon. 


Enter Shore. 


7. Sb. Speak, tell me! Which is he? And oh What wou'd 

This dreadful Viſion ! See it comes upon me 

It is my Husband — Ah! [ She Swoons.. 
Sh. She Faints !. Support her! 

Suſtain her Head, while I infuſe this. Cordial 

Into her dying Lips — from ſpicy Drugs, 

Rich Herbs and Flow'rs the potent Juice is drawn; }. 

With wondraus Farce it ſtrikes the lazy Spirits, 

Drives em around, and wakens Life anew... 
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Bell. Her Weakneſs could not bear the ſtrong Surprize. 
But ſee, ſhe ſtirs! And the returning Blood 
— hs, to bluſh again, and kindle 
Upon her Aſhy Check —— 
Sh. So, — gently raiſe her — _ { Raiſing her ap. 
Sb. Ha! What art Thou! Bellmour ! 
4. How fare you, Lady? 
Sb. My Heart is thrill'd with Horror 
{]. Be of Courage — 
Your Husband lives! 'Tis he, my worthieſt Friend —— 
J. Sh. Still art thou there! ſtill doſt thou hover round me! 
Oh ſave me Bellmaur from his angry Shade! 
Bell. Tis he himſelf! he lives! - look up — 
J. Sh. I dare not l 
Oh that my Eyes could ſhut him out for ever — 
Sh. Am I ſo hateful then, fo deadly to thee 
To blaſt thy Eyes with Horror? Since Pm 
A Burthen to the World, my Self and Thee, 
Wou'd I had ne'er ſurviv'd to ſee Thee more. 
1 SH. Oh thou moſt injur'd — Doſt thou live indeed ! 
Fall then ye Mountains 6n my guiley Ticad, - 
Hide me ye Rocks within your ſecret Caverns, 
Caſt thy black Veil upon my Shame, O Night! 
And ſhield me with thy ſable Wing for ever. 
Sh. Why doſt thou turn away? — Why tremble thus? 
Why thus indulge thy Fears? And in Deſpair, 
Abandon thy diſtracted Soul to Horror? 
Caſt every black and guilty Thought behind thee, 
And let em never vex thy Quiet more. 
My Arms, my Heart are open to receive thee, 
To bring thee back to thy forſaken Home, 
With tender Joy, with fond forgiving Love, 
And all the Longings of my firſt Defires. 
J. Sh. No, arm thy Brow with Vengrance ; and appear 
The Miniſter of Heav'n's enquiring Juſtice ; 
I 2 Array 
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Array thy ſelf all terrible for Judgment, 
Wrath po Eyes, and Thunder in thy Voice; 
Pronounce my Sentence, and if yet there be 

A Woe J have not felt, inflict it on me. F 

Sh. The Meaſure of thy Sorrows is compleat ; 
And I am come to ſnatch thee from Injuſtice. 
The Hand of Pow'r no more ſhall craſh thy Weakneſs, 

Nor proud Oppreſſion grind thy humble Soul, - 

J. Sh. Art thou not riſen by Miracle from Death? 
Thy Shroud is fall'n from off thee, and the Grave 
Was bid to give thee up, that thou might ſt comm 
The Meſſenger of Grace and Goodneſs to me, 

To ſeal my Peace, and bleſs me cer I go. 

Oh let me then fall down beneath thy Feet, 
And weep my Gratitude for ever there 
Give me your Drops, ye ſoſt-deſcending Rains, 
Give me your Streams, ye never-ceaſing Springs, 
That my ſad Eyes may ſtill ſupply my Duty, 
And feed an everlaſting Flood of Sorrow. 

Sh. Waſte not thy feeble Spirits - I have long 
Beheld, unknown, thy Mourning and Repentance; 
Therefore my Heart has ſet alide the paſt, 5 
And holds thee white, as unoffending Innocence; 

Therefore in ſpight of cruel Giaſter's Rage, 
Soon as my Friend had broke my Priſon Doors, 

I flew to thy Aſſiſtance. Let us haſte 
Now while Occaſion ſeems to ſmile upon us, 
Forſake this Place of Shame, and find a Shelter. 

J. Sh. What ſhall I ſay to you? But I obey — 

Sh. Lean on my Arm 7" 

J. Sh. Alas! I am wondrous faint: | | 
But that's not ſtrange, I have not eat theſe three Days. 

Sh. Oh Mercileſs ! look here my Love, Pve brought thee 

Some rich Conſerves, —— - Touts if 
J. &. How can you be ſo good? | Lo! 
But you were ever thus; I well remember With 


With what fond Care, what Diligence of Love, 
You laviſh'd out your Wealth to buy me Pleaſures, 


Preventing every Wiſh: Have you forgot 


The coſtly String of Pearl — me Home 
And oy Sabout my th? ow cou'd I leave you? 
Sh. Taſte ſome of this, or this 
J. Sh. Lou re ſtrangely alter d 
Say, gentle Bellmoar, is he not? How pale 
Your- Viſage is become ? Your Eyes are hollow ; 
Nay, you are wrinkled too — Alas the Day 
3 1 has coſt you _ a Tear, 
many a bitter Pang, ſince laſt we parted. 
Sb. No more of that — thou talk*ſt, but do'ſt not eat. 
J. Sh. My feeble Jaws forget their common Office, 
2 taſteleſs T cleaves to the clammy Roof, 
now a gen'ral Loathing grows me —— 
Oh, I am ſick at Heart! — Las 
Sh. Thou murd'rous Sorrow! 
Wo't thou ſtill drink her Blood, purſue her till ! 
Muſt ſhe then die! Oh, my poor Penitent, 


Speak Peace to thy ſad Heart + She here me not ; 
Grief maſters ev'ry Senſe — help me to hold her —— 


Enter Catesby, with a Guard. 


Cat. Seize on *em both, as Traytors to the State. — 
Bell. What means this Violence! —— 
1s 5 [Guerd lay hold on Shore «nd Bellmour. 
Cat. Have we not found you, 
In ſcorn of the Protectorꝰs ſtrict Command, 
Aſſiſting this baſe Woman, and abetting 
Her Intamy ? 55 
Sh. Infamy on thy Head! 
Thou Tool of Power, thou Pander to Authority! 
I tell thee Knave, thou know'ſ of none ſo Virtuous, 
And ſhe that bore thee was an Arhjop to her. Cu. You'll 
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Cat. You'll anſwer this at full—Away with em. 
Sh. Is Charity grown Treaſon to your Court? 
What honeſt Man would live beneath ſuch Rulers ? 
I am content that we ſhall die together, — 
Cat, Convey the Men to Priſon; but for her, 
Leave her to hunt her Fortune as ſhe may. 
J. Sh. I will not part with him — for me! ſor me ! 
Oh! muſt he die for me? ¶ Following him as he i5scarryd off, She falls. 
Sh. Inhuman Villains! [Breaks from the Guard. 
Stand off! the Agonies of Death are on ber — _ or -. 
She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with her cold Hand. $ « 
J. Sh. Was this Blow wanting to compleat my Ruin 
Oh let him go, ye Miniſters of Terror, 
He ſhall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield Obedience to your cruel Maſter. 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, 
And take my laſt Breath with you. 
Sh. Oh my Love! —— e 5 
Why have I liv'd to fee this bitter Moment, 
This Grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former | 
Why doſt thou fix thy dying Eyes upon me 1 
With ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a pitious Loox, | 15 
As if thy Heart were full of ſome ſad Meaning . 
Thou could ſt not ſpeak | —— 
J. Sh. Forgive me | — but forgive me 
Sh. Be Witneſs for me, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, 
Such Mercy and ſuch Pardon as my Soul | 
Accords to thee, and begs of Heav'n to ſhew thee ; 
May {ſuch befal me at my lateſt Hour, 
And make my Portion bleſt or curſt for ever. | 
J. Sh. Then all is well, and I ſhall ſleep in Peace— 
"Tis very dark, and I have loſt you now — 
Woas there not ſomething I — have bequeath'd you 
But I have nothing left me to beſtow, | 
Nothing but one {ad Sigh. Oh Mercy Heav'n! Dies. 
Pc A.” . Bell. There 
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Bell. There fled the Soul, 

And left her Load of Miſery behind. e 
Sb. Oh my Heart's Treaſure ! Is this pale fad Viſage 
All that remains of thee? Are theſe dead, Eyes . 
The Light that cheer my Soul? Oh heavy Hour ! 

But I will fix my y rembling Lips to thine, 
Till I am cold and ſenſe uite, as thou art. 
What, muſt we part then? — will 1 


[To rhe Guards, t 
Fare thee well! 


Now execute your Tyrant's Will, and lead me 
To Bonds or Death, dis equally indifferent. 

Beil. Let thoſe, * de this fac Example, know, 
What Fate attends the broken Marriage Vow; 
_ teach — Children.inſucceedi ag Times, 

o common cance waits e Crimes, 
When ſuch hen Repentanee bes not ſave, 
From Want, from Shame, and an Untimely Grave. 
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